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 Conscience dictates that I begin this review with a mea culpa, or at least a caveat 
emptor -- and perhaps even a credo quia absurdum est or credo quia impossible est 
(you’ll see what I mean as I proceed).  In most of the reviews that I post in this quasi-
obscure corner of the Net which I have fashioned as my nexus of digital habitation, I 
make an effort to adopt an attitude of rational evaluation, striving to provide my worthy 
readers with clear insights regarding the strengths and weaknesses of the literary works 
that I discuss; a function that, if I may be permitted to briefly toot my own trumpet in a 
perhaps too familiar way, is well nigh indispensible in this world of seventy point six 
billion humans, a surprisingly high percentage of whom appear at least intermittently 
possessed with the inclination to bypass more modern media and cast their linear verbal 
constructions into the dubious embrace of the Net.  But my perspective in this particular 
review is a little different.  For reasons that will become clear toward the end of my 
discourse, I am simply too closely personally connected to the subject of the book under 
review, and its author, in order to adopt an even loosely objective stance in reasonably 
good conscience.  Indeed, as I passed my eyes through the text in question, I found 
myself affected with a strength that was surprising even given the peculiar nature of my 
connection to the text (the details of which I will disclose as the review proceeds – no fair 
peeking ahead; I trust you will permit a cranky old writer the childish drama that is one of 
his few truly piquant joys in this too-often pablumesque world --). 
 The book in question is a memoir by one Jacob Klonowski (but probably not the 
one you’re thinking of, if you’re thinking of any; which is the punch line of the book, 
inasmuch as there is one (and the punchline of this review as well, if I may say so without 
verging too extremely into the domain of self-absorbed foreshadowing, which however is 
likely not the case)).  While the book nominally recounts the whole of his life, the vast 
majority of the text focuses on a single, recent interlude – an interlude which, while 
fascinating to the author and of personal interest to this reviewer, must in stark honesty be 
admitted not to possess nearly the scope of general interest that the author appears to 
somewhat egocentrically presume.    
 The early part of the tale is in some ways the most fascinating.  It recounts the 
experiences of Klonowski and his family and friends in the mid 21st century, a relatively 
technologically primitive period during which science, mathematics and engineering 
were very poorly-developed, and scarcity issues were still acute for a large percentage of 
the population.  The focus in this portion of the text is on the development of the 
friendship between Klonowski and his friend and colleague Michael Swan, who become 
frustrated with the increasing level of global political unrest and what they perceived as 
an intellectual degeneration of the world culture, and finally, in late 2031, chose to avail 
themselves of an extremely primitive form of uploading technology (the only kind 
available at that point).  They projected their uploads into quantum flash drives with 
primitive sensor-actuator bundles and deposited the drives on a small spacecraft which 
was launched into the near galaxy, at that stage poorly mapped, and dispatched to 
autosearch for a more copacetic environment.   
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 One of the things I found intensely fascinating in Klonowski’s description of pre-
Transcension life is the degree of blind, habituauted, unthinking acceptance-of-
circumstances that he perceived in his friends, family and co-workers.  From a modern 
perspective the conditions of life in that period were abysmal – most of the population 
was required to work at mechanical and unrewarding tasks for a majority of their waking 
hours, understandably resulting in a psychology dominated by dissatisfaction and anger, 
with resultant effects including a level of violent crime remarkable by modern standards, 
as well as a cultural memeplex dominated by themes of psychological abuse.  To us, 
Klonowski and Swan’s intense desire for escape seems obvious, yet incredibly, their 
attitude was a radical statistical outlier for their time, and nearly everyone to whom they 
communicated their desire considered them borderline psychopaths.  To oversimplify a 
bit, the zeitgeist of the time was neatly bifurcated between naive Transcensionist 
optimists, who viewed the future through a Chardinian-Kurzweilian distorting lense in 
which a positive outcome of wealth, joy and harmony for all was the only viable 
possibility; and anti-technologist Ludd-Joyists, who advocated a return to pre-network-
age technologies and the perceived simplicity of life in that era (though the harsh realities 
of forced labor, scarcity, and old age and disease were rarely mentioned or confronted in 
their literature).  Klonowski and Swan, to their credit, refused to simplify the future into 
either of these extremes, and were both disturbed by the reality they perceived around 
them, dominated as it was by neo-feudal Sino-American geopolitical conflicts and the 
dialectic between irrational optimism and senseless Luddism, as well as by the 
tremendous uncertainty of the multidimensional transition which global society was 
obviously approaching.  The most rational trajectory along which to pursue their life-
goals, they decided, was to find a different situation altogether in which to embed 
themselves  – and, failing that, to return to their home planet at a later time, when 
hopefully the various issues associated with the Transcension would already have been 
sorted out.  And due to the eccentricity of their somewhat obvious desires and plans 
relative to the narrowminded culture in which they lived, they experienced this trajectory 
with a sense of excitement and novelty that we in the current era are at a loss to 
appreciate.   
 Indeed (if I may permit myself a more personal comment, which will also serve as 
a foreshadowing of the yet more intensely personal comments to be inflicted on the 
reader toward the end of the present discourse), as I read this early portion of 
Klonowski’s narrative, I couldn’t help being struck by the psychological benefits that 
accrued to the author, in his early life, precisely from the primitivity of his cultural 
surround.  Though it’s hard to argue that these benefits compensated for the physical and 
psychosocial hardships with which they were coupled, nonetheless, there was clearly a 
unique emotional and intellectual quality to the experience of “breaking new ground” 
which was commonplace in that era – a quality that is difficult for the modern mind to 
understand, given our own context in which essentially every possible thought (including 
this one) has already been generated, communicated and forgotten hundreds of thousands 
of times over. 
 But all things in this world have their limits, including even this reviewer’s 
bounteous and unnecessarily florid (and too often self-referential) self-absorption, and so 
I must now return to a more direct consideration of the memoir under discussion. In a 
moderate lapse of their generally impressive rationality, during the interval after they left 
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the Earth, Klonowski and Swan were perplexed by the negative results of their 
exploration of the near galaxy.  After fairly copious peregrinations, they reached the same 
obvious conclusion as was later reached by dozens of subsequent explorers: if 
extraterrestrial intelligences exist they are either extremely distant from us, highly adept 
at secrecy, or so very different from us that our pattern recognition biases are incapable of 
noticing them.  Inevitably the two travelers returned to Earth, following the same 
essential life-narrative as dozens of other returnees, whose tales have been recounted in 
the popular media ad nauseum. 
 Klonowski and Swan returned in 2534, after the chaos of the Transcension, the 
advent of the Guardian and its subsequent dismantlement were all ancient history.  
Reanimation technology was essentially in its modern form at that stage, and the two 
were given humanoid bodies roughly externally equivalent to their originals.  As 
expected, shortly after their return they were introduced to their earthee verses, who were 
both alive and healthy and reasonably interested to meet their returnee verses.  The usual 
confusion resulted, due in part to the natural effects of time and the  intrinsic complexity 
of brain, mind and society, and no doubt in part also to the long series of neuromods 
undertaken by both returnees’ earthee verses.    
 While amusing enough, this sort of theme has been beaten to death by now in the 
pop media, and I haven’t had much patience with it for the last couple centuries at least.  
However, there are admittedly a few twists here making this  at least marginally more 
compelling reading than the typical People Magazine returnee-vers saga.   As some of my 
more historically aware readers may recall (and the rest may Wikipedia), Klonowski’s 
earthee vers had become a minor political celebrity in the mid 2400’s, leading the 
Australasian Alliance for more than seven decades, before retiring to pursue other more 
radical interests. 
 On the other hand, while returnee Swan was an atheist, earthee Swan had 
gradually drifted into involvement with various New Age religious groups, and during 
the post-Transcension chaos had found a role as an itinerant neo-Buddhist preacher and 
composer of retro neo-Asiatic flute music, a role that persisted and flourished throughout 
the Guardian period when this sort of memeplex enjoyed a maximal hold over the 
zeitgeist.  It appeared to returnee Swan that his earthee vers’s brain structures had been 
radically altered by persistent use of narcomods stimulating pleasure and spiritual-
fulfillment centers; although the latter denied this and attributed the changes to his 
several hundred years of systematic meditation practice. 
 Complicating things yet further, and in a dynamic reminiscent of last decade’s 
fabulously popular (though, it goes without saying, almost incomprehensibly abysmal 
from an aesthetic perspective) miniseries “Best Friends Forever, or Until the Next 
Transcension, Whichever Comes First”, it turned out that the earthee Swan and 
Klonowski were no longer friends or colleagues, but in fact something close to arch-
enemies, finding themselves positioned on opposing sides of a major controversy.   
Earthee Swan, due to his focus on spirituality and meditation practice, had become a neo-
Luddite, opposing further development and (especially) deployment of advanced 
technology; whereas earthee Klonowski, having long retired from Australasian Alliance 
politics, had by this point adopted a role as a leader in the (somewhat but not entirely 
“fringy”) Evolutionary Social Optimization movement, which conceived experimental 
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human communities based on different Saturnian moons, each founded on different sorts 
of advanced neuromods considered too risky for Earthly experimentation. 
 A meeting of the four minds ensued, with a fair bit of exacerbated 
psychopathology and verbal gymnastics, but without any sort of dramatic or meaningful 
conclusion – and here the book disappoints, contrasting the intriguingness of its portrayal 
of pre-Transcension life in the early pages with a dull and hackneyed discussion of the 
illusory nature of the phenomenal self and the fallibility of the old notion of the  
continuity of consciousness.  This is, of course, where the not-nearly-as-subtle-as-
intended wordplay of the book’s title is unraveled: who is the “Spurious Self” in the end, 
is it the returnee or the earthee?   Should the returnee feel spurious and unnecessary, 
given the tremendous additional portion of life that the earthee has experience?  Or 
should the earthee be the one feeling spurious, given how far he has digressed from the 
cognitive and emotional structures with which he originated?  Ultimately, Klonowski (the 
author) concludes, both should feel spurious, due to the spurious nature of the “self” 
itself.  None of us is the same person we were yesterday, let alone N centuries past, and 
this occurs regardless of the intervention of advanced technologies such as neuromods 
and space travel.  Yeah, yeah – the self-organizing dynamics of the brain-environment 
system-sphere; the emergence of the illusion of identity as a strategy for organismal 
sense-making and memetic propagation ... true and worthy ideas, of course, but nowhere 
near as interesting to those of us who read them in our middle-school psychodynamics 
texts, as to returnee Klonowski who is freshly arrived from a world in which not even the 
basic Heath equations of nonlinear neurodynamics were yet understood.  Most readers 
will quickly page through his trite philosophical musings, eager to get to the punch-line 
of the story.  Only to find, dishearteningly but not particularly astonishingly, that there 
really is not one. 
 In the end, after working through the obvious philosophical conundrums, and 
uninspired by the comfortable yet undramatic conditions of human life on Earth in the 
present post-Guardian era, returnees Klonowski and Swan secured and then boarded a 
more modern spaceship, capable of exploring the further galaxy; and earthee Klonowski 
and Swan quite naturally returned to their ordinary pursuits, mildly bemused but not 
remotely enlightened by their encounters with these psychosocially-archaic minor 
variations of their former selves.   
 My Spurious Self was written by returnee Klonowski during his last weeks on 
Earth (which occurred a little more than six months prior to the writing of this review), 
while Swan busied himself with the mechanics of securing and equipping the spaceship 
and planning the duo’s trajectory through the galaxy.  Perplexingly (to me), it has become 
moderately popular during the six months that have intervened since its publication.   I 
am, quite frankly, baffled and even a little disappointed (a  hard thing for me to admit, 
given the alpine scale of general cynicism to which I (usually successfully) aspire) that so 
many people still find this sort of tale sufficiently interesting to merit any nontrivial 
allocation of attention.  The divergence of multiple verses of common origin can hardly 
be a shock to anyone these days.  A quick Net search reveals at least 13654 separate 
published narratives on this theme, nearly 35% true-to-life (or allegedly so); and this 
doesn’t count a surely far greater number of informal blogits and the like.  The phrase 
“my spurious self” has been used in this context more than four hundred times.  Granted, 
Klonowski tells his tale well – the more compelling passages of his work reveal 
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(alongside a perverse and sometimes irritating obsession with obscure, archaic 
vocabulary and contorted, serpentine sentence structure) an appealingly naive enthusiasm 
for the art of descriptive prose, of a sort that is difficult to come by in the modern era, 
jaded as we are by so many iterated Ptolemaic hypercyclings of stylistic advancement 
and regression.  But even Klonowski’s narrative style, charmingly adept as it is, does not 
seem adequate explanation for the rank of the work within the top 100,000 books of the 
last year.  At this occurence I have little choice but to refer to what pre-Transcension 
philosopher Charles Peirce referred to “the infinite diversity of the universe, which we 
call chance,” and plead the complexity of the modern world and the finite algorithmic 
information content of my human neural system, declining pursuit of further elucidation. 
 And now we come to the part of this review where I confess my peculiar personal 
connection to the work under treatment – as a result of which, I fear, the discussion of the 
preceding paragraphs must be considered suspect from the perspective of formal literary 
criticism, and valuable primarily (if at all) as an instance of the genre of “personal essay” 
– and indulge in my own associated trite philosophical ramblings (comparable in some 
ways, including its overall uninventiveness and lack of originality, to Klonowski’s 
musings on the “spurious self”).  As it happens, while for the last few centuries I have 
gone by the name Matthias Kappman, my birth name was precisely the same as the name 
of the author of the book that is the subject of the present review: Jacob Klonowski.  And 
the reason for this is a simple one: I myself am a long-diverged, much-modded vers of 
the Jacob Klonowski who uploaded to a primitive spacecraft and left Earth in 2031.   
 An extensive presentation of my biography here would be misplaced as well as 
uninteresting, but a few brief sentences in this regard may perhaps be useful and 
permissible.  I was split from my parent vers in the early Guardian Age, before the 
modern controls on cloning tech were put into place, and  I enjoyed a wide variety of 
residences and occupations before, in the post-Guardian period, settling into my current 
lifestyle as a self-consciously reclusive book reviewer and sometime epic poet.  I changed 
my name when I embarked upon my “serious” writing career, due to a desire not to be so 
explicitly connected with the political activities of my better-known parent vers.  But 
because of this name changed, my returnee vers, during his brief return to Earth, never 
found out that I existed; he could of course have discovered me via some not-too-difficult 
netsleuthing, but as I had taken modest measures to conceal my identity of origin, and the 
returnee vers was understandably not particularly sophisticated in contemporary spook 
technologies, my existence remained unknown him, and so, as depicted in his memoir, he 
contented himself with the acquaintance of our better-known earthee vers.   
 Of course, from a societal or objective perspective, the little story of the previous 
paragraph is even less interesting or dramatic than my returnee vers’s published tale, 
which I have pilloried so pedantically for its lack of originality.  The experience I went 
through on reading my vers’s memoir must have occurred at least hundreds of times 
before, probably thousands.  From a personal perspective however, as I noted above, I 
found the discovery of my returnee vers (via the reading of his book) a surprisingly 
disconcerting experience.  Most of all, as I already hinted (and now will elaborate), I was 
struck by what might be called the freshness of his perspective and his experience.  
Cliche’ though his tale of the discovery of self-discontinuity may be, he tells it with the 
childlike wonder, joy and excitement of someone who is experiencing these ideas for the 
first time.  To put it another way: There is no doubt in my mind that the returnee Jacob 
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Klonowski truly lives his life, day by day and moment by moment, with a fullness and 
intensity that I genuinely cannot recall ever possessing – although I know I must have 
possessed it, at some point in my history, since after all I was he. 
 I hope I don’t presume too much via hypothesizing that this feeling I experienced 
on reading my vers’s memoir may reflect a broader and more fundamental truth of some 
sort.  Historical perspective has obvious insight to shed here.  As any history buff knows, 
many were initially disappointed when the Guardian was created shortly following the 
Transcension – after the promise of unbounded growth and excitement that the 
Transcension offered, it was a bit of a “downer” to realize that the growth could not be 
sustained forever without incurring unacceptable danger, so that the only rational course 
of action was to create a transhuman AI system with the goal of maintaining humanity 
safely, and preventing the development of other advanced AI’s or other risky 
technologies.   But as the Transcension faded into history, fewer and fewer were 
significantly disconcerted by these aspects, and the tremendous majority of the 
population settled into patterns of preoccupation with social, artistic or intellectual 
matters or simple chemical self-gratification.  Habituation, in other words, and of a less 
surprising sort than in the pre-Transcension period, in the sense that habituation to 
comfort seems intrinsically more natural than habituation to misery.  When the 
Guardian’s inference engine underwent one iterative-self-modification pathology too 
many and it was downgraded into a less proactive and less-generally-intelligent military-
spookware apparatus, and human society was returned to a condition of self-governance 
with the former Guardian as an obedient tool, many celebrated this as a restoration of 
humanity to humanity.  With the restoration of the power of democratic self-governance, 
it was felt, the human spirit of enterprise, inventiveness and wildness that had vanished 
somewhat during the Guardian period, was well-poised to return.  Yes, I know this is 
standard history-textbook material that everyone is sick of hearing, but bear with me – 
I’m coming to a point (at last!).   
 As we all know now, those who felt the demotion of the Guardian would lead to a 
restoration of the frontier spirit of the pre-Transcension and Transcension stages of 
human (pre?)history were largely mistaken.   It turned out that, in effect, there is only so 
much cultural and psychosocial advancement that can happen within the scope of the 
human brain architecture.  Going beyond human-level general intelligence is dangerous 
and unpredictable, as the Guardian experiment showed quite convincingly; yet within the 
constraints of the “human level”, there is just not that much variety to be found.  Culture 
in the post-Guardian period has been effectively described by a number of commentators 
as an “eternal recurrence” (a phrase that, of course, is too powerful to have been 
conceived in the emotionally flaccid post-Guardian period, and can be traced back to the 
pre-Transcension philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche, who intended by it a somewhat 
different meaning than the one used by our sardonic cultural critics; but to diverge into 
the subtleties of Nietzschean philosophy would take us too far afield): nothing 
fundamentally new ever arises, but rather, the same literary and artistic movements occur 
again and again and again.  Here I sit, for example, scribing book reviews.  Granted, the 
books that I review are no longer printed on pressed dead vegetable matter as would have 
been the case in the old days, but in spite of this change of physical medium the basic 
nature of the informational-units called “books” and “book reviews” has not changed 
hardly at all since I read the New York Times Book Review each Sunday in my early 



(C) Ben Goertzel 2008 
 

7 

youth.  Similarly holos today have more dimensions than the “movies” in the pre-
Transcension world, and the crudity of pre-Transcension graphical technology is long 
forgotten, but fundamentally there has been no real change in the nature of the experience 
presented and received; the themes and ideas presented are the same, the nature of human 
motivation and attention is little different, in spite of all the neuromods (and specifically, 
of course, because we have wisely chosen as a society to forbid overly radical 
neuromods, due to the dangers found to ensue in the immediate post-Transcension 
period).  Indeed, mathematics and science have advanced tremendously since the pre-
Transcension period; but the slowing of progress in these domains since the early 2200’s 
has been noted so many times as to itself become an uninteresting observation.  Few 
seriously doubt the theoretical existence of dramatic further mathematical and scientific 
advances – after all, the Guardian itself, during its period of activity, reported all manner 
of mathematical innovations beyond the scope of human intelligence.  Vast databases 
filled with its proofs still exists and are accessible to every citizen via standard Net 
protocols, but no one bothers to look at them, because we simply can’t understand them.  
Rather than reaching the limits of mathematics and science, we have reached the limits of 
the mathematics and science that can be accomplished by human brains on Earth, without 
either truly insane and unsupportable amounts of mental effort or intelligence-enhancing 
neuromods, which have been banned since early in the Guardian period due to their high 
propensity for leading to the development of destructive technologies.  And we have 
digested this conclusion into our zeitgeist and reflected it back repetitively and 
incessantly, via fourteen different variations of the Surrealist movement, seventy-seven 
variants of Luddism, twenty-six rises and falls for various sorts of neo-Dadaism, four 
thousand quasi-Eastern meditation disciplines, even a few dozen post-Intuitionist 
philosophies of mathematics – and we have made such lists time and time again, so that 
an intelligent and suitably motivated individual, with modest effort, could even compile a 
large list of them (and someone has probably done so – in fact probably more than one -- 
). 
 We, in short, to within a reasonable degree of approximation, have seen 
everything and done everything that the human brain/body can do and see without the 
introduction of advanced technologies bearing unacceptable existential risks – whereas in 
the splendidly archaic age from which my returnee vers emanated, there was still a 
remarkable amount of human territory left to be uncovered.  What is charming in my 
errant vers’s memoir is precisely the accuracy with which he conveys the subjective 
feeling of experiencing multi-vers collision for the first time, coming from a cognitive 
position of total ignorance that such a thing would even be possible.  And, taking a 
largely but (surprisingly) not entirely familiar step up the meta ladder, what I found most 
pleasurable upon reading the book was the novelty I experienced in reflecting on the 
acuteness and severity with which I had, over the last centuries, lost any feeling of 
novelty.  Quite honestly, I think this was the first genuinely new experience I had 
undergone in centuries: precisely the realization that my habitual subjective experience-
tone had (in spite of the surface-level variation in information content, for instance the 
wide variety of texts I have reviewed in this space) become so boring, repetitive and non-
novel.  But then, of course, as soon as this realization had come, it had gone, and my 
ordinary state of mind returned – a state so much emptier of the feeling of fundamental 
discovery and excitement than that of my returnee vers, that on explicit reflective 
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recognition of this comparison it quickly verged into a variety of depression which 
unfortunately is not particularly novel to me (and that would be easily solved by 
appropriate neuromods, which however, I am rarely inclined to ingest, preferring the 
inarguably perverse, archaic and childish satisfaction of wallowing in my own 
displeasure).  And (don’t worry, my tedious tale is almost done; and yes, I realize I have 
strayed far too far from the context of a book review, but I hope I can be forgiven, among 
other reasons because, for reasons that will shortly be disclosed, this is the last book 
review I intend to write) in the midst of this depression, I realized something mildly 
exciting: I was more depressed than I had ever been before!  And (to indulge myself 
ridiculously in yet another marginally syntactic conjunctive/parenthetical, self-referential 
quasi-literary construct) as a result of this realization, in the midst of the tedious and 
hackneyed angst and depression there was a perfect cherry spark of joy and novelty; and 
this was far more satisfactory to me, on a fundamental level, than any available 
neuromod.   
 But alas, this novelty too soon faded, and I quickly realized what I would have to 
do.  There was one experience that neither my famous politician vers nor my returnee 
vers had ever experienced, and that no legal mod could deliver (though of course mods 
with the relevant capability were available during the Guardian period when there was 
greater permissibility due to the existence of greater protections against their potentially 
deleterious consequences): this was my own annihilation.  After so many centuries of the 
boredom of the onflow of life, one novelty remained me: the novelty of my own self-
abortion.  Of course, from a general perspective, there is no novelty here at all: pre-
Transcension, everyone died; and since that point, there has been no shortage of suicides, 
for no shortage of different reasons, the sheer boredom of ongoing human life no doubt 
foremost among them.  But yet, from the point of view of my own subjective reality, 
what could be more novel than my own nonexistence?  Obviously, I have non-existed 
before, but I have no recollection of it; and so, within the scope of my memory, my non-
existence is an absolutely novel experience. A cliche’ thought-train, all this, from a 
world-historical perspective; but not at all so internally.  Gripped with the vibrant thrill of 
the thought of my own demise, the idea of continuing my existence with its repetitive 
daily focus on absorbing half-baked literature and scribing pedantic reviews to post on 
the Net began to seem incalculably ridiculous.  Technological methods occurred to me, 
but in the end a Luddite mood awashed me, and I decided to board a zip to Albuquerque 
take the jetcar to the top of Sandia Mountain, and walk along the cliff, where as I recall I 
walked many centuries ago, pre-Transcension, with the two children of my first wife, an 
in many ways appealing but overly mentally unwell woman who believed in 
reincarnation and died long ago (and I have not seen those children in centuries, due to 
my own indifference, doubtless resulting from various of my well-documented 
psychological inadequacies).  Today hardly anyone is sufficiently irrational to believe in 
reincarnation or any other form of afterlife, and I cannot summon any respect for those 
idiotic archaic beliefs, but I find my mood is almost sufficiently obdurate to permit me to 
wonder whether there was a kind of satisfaction in such delusions which is inaccessible to 
us today given our over-experienced, over-knowledgeable rationalized minds.   
 In short the idea had overwhelmed me: to walk along Sandia, where I had walked 
so very long ago when I was such a different vers of me, and succumb to the desire I’d 
almost surely had then but had naturally repressed and had long since forgotten, and leap 
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to my death off the cliff, plunging 400 meters to the rocks below.  It is difficult to convey 
the sheer panic of joy with which I began to survey this possibility.  An alternative briefly 
occurred to me, which was to find a way to contact my returnee vers, and ask permission 
to join him on his quest through the galaxy, but this seemed impractical (he was already 
six months gone, and wouldn’t want to return for me) and anyway ridiculous (he was 
already there; there was one of me on the trip already, and in many ways a better me; 
what use for an additional me on board, taking up valuable mass and volume – a 
“spurious self” indeed!).  I decided to finish this post – my last “book review”, if you can 
even strain to call it that – and then head to the station and board the zip toward Sandia.  
And on this perhaps at least slightly surprising note, dear reader, I will very shortly draw 
this review and indeed my career as a reviewer, and my tenure as a human being and a 
conscious experiencing entity, to a modestly merciful close.   
 Finally, recrudescing from the above all-too-lengthy excursion into personal 
matters, I feel a professional obligation to bring my discussion of my returnee vers’s 
memoir My Spurious Self to a close.  As I have emphasized repeatedly, I make no 
pretension of possessing the capability to provide an objective review of this work; 
however, I hope that my summary of my own personal reaction has been informative to 
you in some way, and if you do choose to read the work, I hope that as well as enjoying 
my vers’s prose stylings and autobiographical recollections, you will reflect upon the 
more general points I have highlighted, and will perhaps excel this (none too humble yet, 
I recognize, absurdly pathos-laden) reviewer in discerning some creative method to inject 
into your life some small element of the freshness and novelty (to use two very 
inadequate words, but at the moment I lack the inspiration or inclination to search my 
mind for better ones) in which my prior vers luxuriated, and that in my (jaundiced, yet I 
feel still rather acute) judgment has become all too much of a “rare bird” in contemporary 
society.   
 


