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Welcome to the first issue of Letters.

Letters is a zine that brings together a
great number of my personal interests in
two main categories: art and feminism.
Although slightly indulgent (printing always
feels that way now), I hope that Letters
provides, and helps develop, inspiration in
the everyday aspects of our lives.
It has taken me some time to become comfortable with the word feminism, but having
slowly reached saturation point in my ability
to absorb yet another word about what a
female politician is wearing and looks like, I
felt that another voice could be useful.
So… I am looking forward to developing
Letters into a delightful riposte to the
clamour of the masses for young, sexuallycharged, wrinkle-free women. Please let
me know what you think and if you have
something that you would like to contribute
to a future issue.
All the best, and thanks for reading!

Keely Khoury
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Lament

Borne by you and of you,
only now
am I fully comprehending
the strength of your love for us.
For we are an us You love us
each as an individual,
together as your brood.

All those years wasted
not appreciating you
until I understood more the depth of your love,
the pleasure of being your friend,
your sacrifices.

Twenty-five years
you dedicated
to others, not yourself.
You are an artist.
How, why did you choose
domesticity,
with its hours of watching
amateur sports, amateur performances?

I know I am missing your stories.
Can I fit your lifetime of living, your wisdom
into our days together?

There is always more to learn
from you
about you I don’t know You before us

How do I show you
I am always thinking of you
missing you
hoping, praying
we will be close again
knowing daily rhythms
being quiet together?

Love

Love

Why politeness matters

When the feral beast of my commuter self was jolted out of my inner
tirade by the broad smile and sweet
"I'm so sorry" of a woman whose bag
ever so slightly brushed my arm, I realised what a huge difference politeness makes each day.
Politeness greases the wheels of society, helping our interactions flow,
rather than grind. It’s part of the
contract we accept in return for living
in a society that has regular garbage
collection and public transport,
among other amenities.
Please and thank you go ever further as our globalised world brings us
into constant regular contact with
people we do not know. In previous
generations, interactions may have
been limited to those that resulted
from a lifetime spent living in a single
village. Now, with urbanisation rising, we are all living in increasingly
cramped communities.
Politeness shows respect for others.
Whether or not you subscribe to the
"treat others as you would like to be
treated" school of thought, politeness
shows to those around you that you
recognise them as valuable individuals, respecting their presence enough
to act in a way that doesn't distress
or devalue them.
And for those who argue that politeness is another way of being a
doormat, allowing everyone else to
walk all over you, I would counter
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that by saying that there are ways to
be angry, express displeasure and
seek restitution for a wrong, politely.
It is difficult to do, of course, as
many of the best things in life are.
Rude is defined as discourteous or
impolite, especially in a deliberate
way. We all contemplate hundreds of
choices every day, and being polite or
choosing to be rude is one that could
make the world of difference to your
day or even your life.
You never know who you could
touch, metaphorically or possibly
even literally, with your choice of politeness.
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Data, love and sick, twisted correlations
Written by: Halim Madi; nanominded.com
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“Data is the new black” you might
have heard. And it’s true. Your every
click, your every call, even the hovering of your mouse on the e-commerce websites you visit is being
stored in a warehouse somewhere in
Oregon, on the other side of the Atlantic, courtesy of Amazon Cloud
Services. Any marketer would see the
value in that. But we don’t. Very

often it’s hard for us to grasp exactly
how big of a revolution this splurge of
data represents. Media talks about a
new gold rush. We nod. We gaze. We
click again.
Until we run through blogs like
blog.okcupid.com or websites such as
visual.ly. Suddenly, it all makes sense.
Because for once, the use case is relevant, compelling, even personal.

Using anonymous data about its
users, meeting website okcupid.com
mapped out such things as a
woman’s difficulty at experiencing orgasm according to age and exercise

level. It also graphed how long relationships are likely to last based on
age (10 months if you’re eighteen, 15
if you’re 50).
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Love

CONTINUED
In these use cases, the question remains whether the data is representative enough. Do these numbers
actually represent our communities?
And the thing is, however biased
these results may be due to the fact
they only take internet users into
consideration, they are still very representative. And much more so than
traditional surveys.
What’s being stated here is that we
might have found a new platform for
experimental social sciences and social insight mining. The Internet
might be becoming the lab for our
social science experiments! Because
we can hear and read what people
are saying and more importantly, because we can feed this data into

smart algorithms and machines, we
might be giving birth to the biggest,
most reliable social experiment ever!
Do you really think a scatter plot
graph like the one below could have
been produced if it hadn’t been for
the Internet?
Too often we fear the Internet may
be threatening our privacy. It isn’t.
Out there lies solutions galore allowing you to protect what you put online. It’s up to us to be careful. But as
careful as you might decide to be,
don’t forget some nerdy scientists,
somewhere out there, would pledge
to fight for the privacy of your data if
only you gave them a peak. It’s a
small peak for them, but a big leap
for science. Think about it. Please.
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Art

Equals?

Thought made tangible planned and unplanned narratives to write or to speak?
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Art

Fog

Nature’s royal cloak
protects meandering fields
in thick purple blue.

Art
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Who, me? Yes, we!

Roots of family love
run deep and entangle your
past with your present.
The language of
this love: informality dress, address, manners.

Feminism

Labels

When you see the word “labels,”
what springs to mind? I picture price
tags in general and specifically those
on clothing. As part of society’s
everyday means of classification, labels are used far and wide. But what
is their use in regards to gender?
Two relatively recent events made
me ponder the role of gender labels.
Are they necessary? Why or why not?
When I found myself idly wondering
if someone was a man or a woman,
I asked myself if it really mattered.
Would their gendered label affect
the way I treated him or her?
Should it? My initial reaction is that
gender shouldn’t affect the way
someone is treated, especially if we
all treat everyone else the way we
would like to be treated – respectfully
and kindly.
The Oxford English Dictionary defines gender in two ways. As:
1. A method of classifying things
2. Sex as the reproductive organs
As a method of classifying things,
what does gender provide us? We
have gendered bathrooms and single
sex hospital wards – divisions that relate to maintaining the privacy of our
reproductive organs. Rather than
two strict divisions of gender, is it
closer to the truth to view gender as
a wide spectrum, along which we
move up and down throughout our
lives, thus reinforcing the view that
our sex characteristics should really
only be important to ourselves and
our sexual partners?
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If, as could be argued, labels make
it easier to navigate through life, saving us time and hassle, such a system
necessitates labelling ourselves. This
is problematic because what many of
us see in the mirror is something we
are trying to change (or at the very
least, improve upon). So if we subscribe to a particular label, what happens when that one is no longer
relevant to us? Additionally, I think
that we often (vehemently?) disagree
with the labels that others put on us.
Sports fans will recall the 2009 case
of Caster Semenya, the young South
African accused in international discussion of having more male hormones than were fair for competition
with women. Whatever the medical
results of the tests she endured,
many were at fault in exploiting a
young person who should never have
had to endure a public dissection of
her sexuality. Any concerns held by
the International Association of Athletics Federations have now been addressed as Caster is free to compete
and ran the 800 metres in the London 2012 Olympics. She was second.
The International Olympic Committee
has since drawn up guidelines to
avoid a repeat of the incident.
If labels are necessary to the
smooth and fair running of some aspects of life, are they necessarily part
of our identity? What would change
if we didn’t label ourselves and each
other? Is that even a possibility?
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Labels CONTINUED

To me, this feels like a circular discussion, centring around the self,
particularly our own self-awareness
and self-consciousness. Something
an acquaintance recently told me illustrates this. She is a cancer survivor with (newly) short
salt-and-pepper hair and told me that
someone recently ran around and in
front of her to get a look at her face
to determine if she was male or female. My reaction to that was
“What’s the point?” Again, why
should her gender affect the way the
rest of society reacts and interacts
with her? Unfortunately for the
transgender community, that is a
question that, sadly, it must often
struggle with.
So is it a case that, as with many
things in life, labels are useful in
moderation, but when used
excessively (ie derogatorily or too
broadly and often) can be hurtful
and dangerous?

Feminism
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Wrinkles are beautiful

As one who still pretends that her
parents aren’t aging (acting in the
belief that they are still in their mid40s, not mid-60s), I can barely acknowledge that I am in my early 30s.
I spent most of my childhood playing
house and declaring that “When I’m
30 (ie old and grown-up), I will
have…” a variable list at times containing a house with a pool, various
husbands and multiple children.
Now, having reached 30 and not feeling much more grown-up than when
I was in my 20s, a drastic change is
needed in the parameters I use to
judge age and aging.
Unfortunately, the women I see in
films, advertisements and on TV are
all glossy, smooth-faced beauties with
no indication that they are anything
other than a perennial 35. Not only
is that uninspiring, dampening the
diversity that feeds creativity, but it
is also denying an inescapable fact
of life – we all get older and
eventually die.
Most damaging of all, by attempting
to deny that fact, society is devaluing
knowledge and experience, which in
turn increases the pressure on
women to look a certain way. By
being bombarded with images that
blatantly feed and support the
anti-aging agenda, women are
coerced into hiding any outward
signs of the full, exhausting and
exciting lives they have had and are
currently leading.

16

The women in the public eye who
appear to be aging most gracefully,
and naturally, such as Helen Mirren
and Cate Blanchett, are few enough
to be newsworthy when they appear
on a magazine cover au naturel or
are snapped by the paparazzi doing
something as risqué as wearing a
bikini on the beach. Even the
descriptions used can often be disparaging, such as holding up Helen
Mirren as an example of a sex
symbol, even though she is in her
60s. The editor of Intelligent Life
said about Blanchett and the
unretouched photo:
"She looks like what she is - a
woman of 42, spending her days in
an office, her evenings on stage and
the rest of her time looking after
three young children.
“We can't be too self-righteous
about it, because, like anyone else
who puts her on a cover, we are benefiting from her beauty and distinction. But the shot is at least trying to
reflect real life. It's a curious sign of
the times that this has become something to shout about."
Recently, a number of female newsreaders in the UK have been involved
in various cases and discussions
about ageism in television, which,
while not solving the problem, has at
least brought the issue more public
notice. It is still a sad fact that
women are penalised for any sign of
aging, whereas men are consistently
regarded as, and generally rewarded
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Wrinkles are beautiful CONTINUED

for, becoming more serious and attractive as they grey and wrinkle.
And in addition to the professional
iniquities suffered by women as they
grow older, there is also the countless
units of of time, energy and money
spent on fighting the natural, and
ultimately, unstoppable, process
of aging.
Related to society’s mediated images of aging is the constant retouching, and sometimes even
computer-generated models, in fashion photography. US teenager Julia
Bluhm started a campaign that eventually garnered 84,000 signatures
asking Seventeen magazine to publish at least one unretouched photo
spread per issue. So far, despite the
international publicity Bluhm’s campaign received, the magazine has refused to make such a commitment.
Even more disappointingly, after two
years of using more than 1,000 “real”
women in its fashion and beauty features, German magazine Brigitte has
decided to bring back models. This is
likely due to the substantial drop in
numbers of subscriptions and copies
sold in shops. The magazine has said

Feminism

that it will continue to use “real”
women, but not as frequently.
Businesses must work with supply
and demand, and in this case, demand for “real” images was clearly
less than that for ones of models, so
we as audiences obviously have our
own part to play in this economy.
Maybe the solution is going to be one
of compromise and clarity, where
some retouching is done, but to a
much lesser degree and with much
more obvious and frequently used
notifications of what was changed
and how much.
The most effective and rapid way of
making a difference in changing societies’ attitudes is, of course, having
more influential women choose to go
the route of Helen and Cate, rather
than that of Joan Collins.
Youth is fleeting. Let’s enjoy the
many, many moments that come
afterwards, and while making the
most of our looks and self-esteem,
value the experiences, knowledge
and adventures that we have, whatever the changes they may wring
upon our features.

Feminism
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Who’s your muse?
Reclaiming the nine muses for women
Long the source of inspiration for
artists, the nine Muses personify the
arts, from memory, prayer and poetry
to comedy, tragedy, history, dance,
nagivation and the beloved.
Being an all-female group, the
Muses have long been part of the
well-established “male gaze, female
object” relationship. The role the
Muses have played in the inception,
creation and publication of (male)
artists’ work has often obscured the
fact that many of the women were
talented artists in their own right.
Traditionally, men have been the
most successful artists, in both recognition and financial recompense, so it
is unsurprising that their Muses and
(often complicated) relationships with
them have proven to be of much and
enduring interest to the public.
Even today, a quick search on-line
brought up a list of exclusively female
muses. As society sullenly flips and
flops its way towards equality, the

ubiquity of the male gaze on the female object is at least more openly
and broadly discussed. And after
years of feminism being a dirty word,
it may be rising in acceptance as
more women acknowledge its need
and their role in it.
With publications including Intelligent Life and Mslexia recently featuring articles on muses, now is the time
for women of all disciplines to reclaim
the nine Muses for themselves. Men,
as well as women, should look further
afield for creative inspiration. This
will help to better reflect the variety
in society (and increase equality)
through their choice of muse. It
should no longer be unusual for a
male artist to name another man as
his muse, or for female artists to
openly acknowledge their relationships with their muse or muses,
whether they be alive or from Greek
mythology.
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The Way Up:
An inspiring woman working her way to the top

Logical and warm-hearted, Mandy
(Amanda) Morris has an inspiring
dedication to personal growth. And a
lovely approach to it. While working
in a field that could be considered
cold and data-focused, she exudes
warmth and actively looks for the
best in others, in part because she is
constantly striving to improve and so
looks for characteristics to emulate.
Currently a finance executive at
Tesco Stores Ltd Headquarters near
London, she has impressed bosses so
much that even while still a trainee,
she was flown to California to help
complete a project. How she came
to her chosen career is a testament
to her intelligence and determination
to succeed.
Using her parents as role models,
both of whom put a Chartered Institute of Management Accounting qualification to use for most of their
careers, Mandy knew that she
wanted a professional qualification,
but not in law, didn’t want to return
to university and didn’t want to get
into debt to finance her qualification.
So… she did what very few students
do. She cross-referenced. Starting
with a list of organisations that hire
students working towards professional qualifications, she cross-referenced that list with one of FTSE 100
companies and again with a list of organisations within commuting distance of London. After removing

from her list the organisations that
she didn’t want to work for, for various reasons, she had the names of
her potential employers.
Following weeks dedicated to job
applications, the first company to respond to her was Tesco and with a
job offer. She had applied in midSeptember and received a job offer in
early November. So far, she finds her
work very interesting.
“I know finance sounds dry,” she
said, “but as much as it is about
the numbers, it’s also about the
relationships.
“Finance is a support function for
all other departments in the company, so I get to talk to people from
every team.
“Each day is different. As a finance
executive in the group function, I
work in three areas. We do the financial planning for the entire organisation (world-wide), we provide
financial analysis as needed by the
company’s directors, and we work on
strategy for acquisitions.
“Even changes in government policy
can affect our work; for example,
anything to do with interest or tax
changes affect the way companies do
business.”
So what is she working towards
now? She is considering joining the
Tesco General Management programme, which will provide her with
a fast-track path to Director. Within
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The Way Up CONTINUED

five years, after working across the
business in a number of capacities,
from one year as a store manager
o one year as a buyer, and all with
a focus on developing leadership
skills, she could become a Director
in Tesco.
Alternatively, she may stay on a finance career path and develop her
skills that way. Either way, “I want to
make a difference and have my decisions count,” she said.
“I want to succeed and will always
find something to work towards. I
try not to worry too much about the
future. I can only do the best with
what I have in the moment, and luckily, my family is very inspirational and
supportive in trying different things
and different ways.
As for the questions that nag every
woman’s career (whether or not or
how to fit a baby into their life), she
is pragmatic.
“I don’t believe women can have
it all,” she said. “We need to accept
that we can only do so much.
We’ll always have difficult decisions
to make.
“In general, I think women need
to support each other. Don’t
underestimate how good you are
and have confidence in striving, and
if you have to - pushing - for what
you want.”

Feminism
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Where else, but here?

Here is The Lebanon, a country
renowned for its joie de vivre and
unrivalled mix of religions, politics
and parties.
Nowhere else would the question,
“Where do I know you from?” elicit
the answer: “Oh yes, we used the
same bomb shelter in that church
over there during the war. We
played cards.”
This is a country of contradictions,
often beautiful, sometimes sad and
always surprising. Beauty springs
from every corner, from red-shuttered
buildings overlooking the sea, from
monasteries bathing in the cool
mountain air and of course, from
the residents.
Organised chaos is everywhere. Official processes appear mysterious,
often needing “whaasta” (knowing
someone) to get things done. A man
on a Vespa drives along the five-lane
(officially a three-lane) highway with
a Great Dane sitting on the floor of
the scooter, enjoying the breeze. And
by highway, I mean winding coastal
road with no speed limit, intentions
indicated via hand gestures, honking
or flashed lights and no on or off
ramps. Cars hover at the edge of the
road, waiting for a gap of any size to
open up for them to launch into, desperately trying to roar up to speed as
waves of traffic bear down with no indication of slowing. Buses veer left
and right, picking up passengers
waiting along the sides of the road.
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Here, the old is ancient. The fishing
port of Byblos (Jbeil) is the oldest
continuously inhabited city on Earth.
Ruins around the country from
Roman and other times are casually
acknowledged, many left to grow
grass as consumerism builds shiny
new temples around the old. Hip
bars and restaurants populate the
Gemayzeh and Monot areas of Beirut,
new villas perch high up on the sides
of the mountains and nightclubs back
onto the beaches, providing open-air
opportunities for revelling.
Mixed in with the ruins and the
shops are mementoes of the country’s 15 years of civil war. While
fewer and fewer, these relics serve as
a sober reminder, as do the machinegun-bearing soldiers at every corner,
of what the country and its people
went through. Only metres from the
newly regenerated St. Georges area
in downtown Beirut, home of multimillion dollar apartments and yachts,
is the street where Rafik Hariri was
killed. The opulence of the area partially hides the recent bomb-damage,
and also nearby, still clinging to life
and defiantly out of place, are the
roughened Holiday Inn and Phoenicia
hotels where foreign correspondents
filed their media stories during those
long years of war.
Violence never seems far enough
removed, whether it be two families
resorting to gang-style violence involving firearms to solve a dispute or
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stories such as the one our host
told as we drove north away from
the marina.
“This is where my father and I were
shot at by a sniper when we were on
the way to school. The bullet stuck
in the windscreen.
“He [my father] made me get out
of the car and lay on the ground
while we waited to see if there would
be any more shooting. When there
wasn’t, we got back in the car and
slowly, slowly drove away. He made
me stay on the floor of the car until
we got home.”
Set against such a backdrop, the exuberance and friendliness offered to
visitors is even more touching. As
befits a country whose residents are
known for their hospitality, the food is
bountiful, fresh and tasty, all prepared amidst the daily routines that
revolve around whether or not the
electricity is on. The lack of 24-hour
electricity is always surprising, especially given The Lebanon’s role in
spreading civilisation, from develop-
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ing the Phoenician alphabet to expanding the shipping industry
through the use of its cedar trees. I
always wonder how a country that
could do so much then struggles to
provide such a basic service today.
As an accompaniment to the stunning wonders of Byblos and Baalbek,
the National Museum provides a welcome break from the scrum of the
city. Stunningly, from what I could
see, the majority, if not all, the exhibits are from the country they are
housed in.
If you visit in the summer, a trip to
one of the huge new malls is well
worth a trip. Inside, you will see a
microcosm of the world’s religions as
families stroll around the shops and
people-watch from the numerous coffee bars, all basking in the blessing
that is air conditioning in 37 degree
Celsius weather.
If you haven’t done so already,
Lebanon is definitely a country to add
to your to-visit list.
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The Solitary Socialite

Written by: Darcy Tharp; Vivacity Communications

“To be or not to be, that is the
question.” At least according to Hamlet it is. For me, however, the questions are: “Should I stay or should I
go?” “To be by myself or to be
amongst friends?” “To do only as I
please or to please other people?” I
have found that it is luxurious to be
alone, and I crave this “me” time.
Yet, at the same time I often long
for engaging social interactions. I
feel alive and stimulated when I am
meeting new people or laughing and
carrying on with friends. This dichotomy within myself continually
leaves me feeling perplexed and frustrated, and I often experience this
clash in my everyday life. How can
somebody who is considered to be a
natural people person, also feel that
they are happiest and most productive when alone and desire to be reserved and pensive? Is it better to
be solitary or sociable? Or is it in
fact quite possible to reconcile these
competing yearnings to achieve
harmony?
“Language has created the word
‘loneliness’ to express the pain of
being alone, and it has created the
word ‘solitude’ to express the glory of
being alone,” Paul Johannes Tillich,
The Eternal Now. Solitary is defined
as existing or living alone; lonely, single, secluded; happening or done
alone; reserved; loner. In other
words, entertaining oneself, and loving doing so. I am always flabber-
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gasted and silently critical of those
who complain of being “bored” and
say they don’t like to be by themselves or go shopping, go to movies,
eat, workout, and on and on. Perhaps it is too judgmental to consider
these people less intelligent, less interesting, and less creative. But
aren’t great works and great art created by spending invaluable time in
your own head?
Living in my own apartment without
a roommate for a year now, I have
definitely proved to myself that living
alone gives me the space I need to
breathe and flourish creatively and
focus on what is important to me.
When I am by myself, I am awarded
the luxury of taking my time, changing direction, and making my own adventures. It is that sense of freedom,
the thrill, even the risk, that no one
else knows exactly what I am doing
or where I am that continually beckons me. Even if it is just eating
Oreos for dinner and dancing to Will
Smith’s “Summertime,” the world of
possibilities that opens up when presented with alone time, with nobody
else to consult with, is highly addictive.
But wait! It is a gorgeous summer
evening, there is nothing in my
fridge, look at all these beautiful
clothes and shoes begging to be
worn, look at those people on that
patio, the clink of martini glasses, the
smell of spaghetti alle vongole, and
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The Solitary Socialite CONTINUED

the sound of laughter wafting out
into the streets. I want to go out;
who can I call? To socialize is to take
part in social activities, to be gregarious. A socialite is a person who participates in social activities and
spends a significant amount of time
entertaining and being entertained at
fashionable upper class events. A
socialite is a member of the social
elite, or is aspiring to be so. I
wouldn’t say I am aspiring to be a
part of a social elite, rather that I
enjoy being surrounded by fashionable people, dining out, and just
being out and about in general.
However, when given the option, I
realize it is only fun and worthwhile
to do these things with somebody I
care about and am interested in.
Tonight is a prime example of this
confusion I face so often. As I sit
here and debate about staying home
to finish writing this article and catching up on my reading versus meeting
a new guy I am only mildly interested
in for a drink at a fun bar I am struck
with the realization that is exactly
what I am writing about. I sometimes feel lonely and like I am missing out on summer nights, but when
presented with an invitation I am still
often inclined to turn it down. I do
not want to go out and sacrifice my
few nights of solitude to get drinks
with someone I do not even care
about. Some may think it is selfish
and even foolish to turn down social
invitations in lieu of going out, and
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this makes me feel guilty at times.
Yet, if I go out because I am invited,
even if I would rather be alone, I end
up feeling frustrated, unfulfilled, and
a bit resentful. Does it truly come
down to disappointing other people
or disappointing yourself? Isn’t it a
travesty to disappoint yourself, as you
are the only one who can make yourself happy? Humanity is meant to
live in societies, and to live together,
yet if you are not happy, you cannot
contribute to the happiness of others
or the betterment of society.
I feel alive and joyful when I am
around my family and best friends
because I am completely comfortable
being myself. Could this possibly be
the catch to my conundrum?
It seems that I can really be a sociable person because I also know
how to enjoy solitude. In fact, I can
enjoy chatting with people and am
more sincere because I also have the
joy of solitude when I desire it.
Perhaps the answer to what seems
to be a daily battle for me is both
balance and quality of interactions.
Essentially, the harmony I desire has
been there all along. Achieving it is
just a matter of making decisions
based on value and making time for
being both alone and amongst
people. Since disappointing myself
will get me nowhere, I suppose I
truly am my own best friend, albeit a
fashionable affable one!
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Choice

How many times have you, or people you know, been paralysed by
choice? “I don’t know what I want” is
a common refrain in restaurants, at
the bar, in a store…
Why can choice be so difficult, so
complicated and sometimes feel so
overwhelming? How do we know
that we are making the best choice
for us in a given situation?
In The Art of Choosing, Sheena
Iyengar addresses these, and other
questions, in an insightful, interesting
analysis of choice and the way it
shapes our lives.
Her research proves that “We have
a biological need for choice and
control,”72 which helps to explain
societies’ constant need for more,
even when more choice doesn’t
substantially improve our situation or
living standards.
And in an increasingly connected,
globalised world, Iyengar identifies
an important aspect of culture that
affects our choice. She says that in
order to have choice, we need freedom, and there are two types of freedom63:
• “Freedom from the political, economic, and spiritual shackles that
have bound men”
• “Freedom to attain certain outcomes and realize our full potential”
Different cultures tend towards one
of these two, and that tilt profoundly
affects the way choice plays out in
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every aspect of life, from daily decisions to large, life-changing ones.
“It’s possible to get the best of both
worlds to some extent, for example
by levying taxes to create a social
safety net – a relatively minor imposition on “freedom from” in exchange
for significant benefits to many people’s “freedom to,””65 says Iyengar.
As for how to make the best choice
for ourselves, Iyengar emphasises
that “some choices are quite artificial.
In reality, many choices are between
things that are not much different.”68
And Iyengar goes on to say that it is
important to remind ourselves of that
when we are struggling to make
sense of the quantity available before
us. She acknowledges that understanding ourselves and creating and
maintaining our core identity is a lifelong struggle for most of us; even
more so as our public profile increases and more and more people
can view (and judge?) our choices as
a reflection of the self.
“To be ourselves while remaining
adaptable, we must either justify a
decision to change as being consistent with our identity, or we must
acknowledge that our identity itself
is malleable but no less authentic
for it.”101
The highly positive side of thinking
like that is that “when we change our
thinking to embrace a more fluid
process, choice will become no longer
a force of destruction, an effort to
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break down what we don’t want to
be, but an ongoing, liberating act of
creation. Our obligation, then, is to
find the choice that makes sense
today, that fulfills our needs given
our immediate social context.” 110
Iyengar closes with a discussion of
the ways to make the most of the
proliferation of options in our lives in
a way that enables us to feel as content as possible with our choice.
Four quick tips275 are below.
1. Cut your options down to a manageable number; a good general
guideline is seven, plus or minus two;
remember, if you can’t tell the difference between the options, you don’t
need all of them: treat them as just
one choice
2. Cultivate confidence in your
choices by taking advantage of
expert advice and personalized
recommendations
3. Categorize the choices available
to you, or seek out the retailers who
do the categorizing for you; this enables you to simulate expertise
4. Condition yourself by starting
out with fewer, easier choices and
building up to greater, more
complex choices
“I would like to encourage you to be
choosy about choosing. We need to
rethink the assumption that every opportunity to choose among options is
an opportunity to improve our lot, to
inch closer to our dreams.”

Inspiration

A friend is a rare book of which but one copy is made.
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