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“For in the Shadow
 We meet the essence 
 of Light ...”

“Have we understood anything at all?”, the Clown said jokingly. “Sometimes, I really wonder who the real clown is of the two of us ...”. The Director didn’t look up from his messy work desk. The Clown seemed to carry out a monologue, were it not for the chorus of raindrops that violently tried to pierce the window, as if their message could make anything grow in this dusty room. The Clown paid no attention to them. The only thing that could grow here were the number of corp(u)ses, one after the other, each of them containing no more than the Obvious re-presented, re-searched, and re-stated as a re-velation, over and over. But, the Obvious is quite expectable in its ways, and, like a bad joke, it can never surprise us with genuine laughter. As it covers up, it does its very best in making us forget that it does indeed put a veil over our minds, and though in many colours it may come, it remains a blinding veil nonetheless. 

Even in this senseless satyr, we cannot but feel the astonishment of such a dishonest stupidity, which is obvious itself after all. We are reminded of the old saying ‘the essence of Light pervades but the darkest of Shadows’: For must the mighty tree not remain deeply rooted within the dark and cold Earth for it to grow and yield Heavenly fruit? Concealing itself more and deeper within this dark abode, It will come to appear before us as that Giant that stands as the tallest under the Sun. Behold! Using all His concealing powers, He erects himself quite unexpectedly from the smallest of seeds. What a revelation to stand against! Touching our limit, the clumsy persons that we are become visible in the Light in which the Clown can no longer conceal himself. 

The Director finally looked up from behind his desk, and upon seeing his own pale reflection in the office’s window, he wondered: “Do I look like a clown, or am I the Clown?” The Clown didn’t answer. He had left the room.
The cave of consciousness

The cave that we inhabit and mistaken for our home has already been mentioned long time ago. Of course, this has not changed ever since. A disease does not disappear merely by mentioning its name. It is only a magical language that can talk about this level of awareness, however. But, do we not fear magic the most? Life has been found to be “only but” molecules, matter is “but” atoms, and man is “but” an animal ... where there is no magic, there can be no mystery too. This relation, or shouldn’t we say tyranny, between man and Nature is a true Archè-logos. In this pursuit for supposedly “knowledge”, the whole world and even universe become the Site – that is the place where it is permitted to conduct Archè-logos. Here, the First Mover is captured and gathered in the prison that is ruled by Thinking. Why is he captured and imprisoned? Because he is accused – κατηγορίαι - and found to be guilty. Did this First Mover act according to a preconceived plan or not? This is an important question, because if so, this would seriously endanger the right itself to perform an absolute form of Archè-logos, that is, to convert heterogeneous and fragmented places endowed with particular meanings into the homogeneous dynamic happening of the excavation that is known as the Site. Inherently, the First Mover is the most powerful one. Thus, it must be weakened by the Site Committee, and this is most easily done by blinding it. It becomes unplanned and thoughtless action that happens to do what it does. It is Chance, because it is an accident that happens to have fallen (cadere) into and under the jurisdiction of the Site Committee. The freedom of the mindless First Mover, then, lies in their hands. But, because it has no reason, it can possibly not be trialled through reason and law for that requires responsibility and following from this accountability. Therefore, the nature of this First Mover is not discussed as such, and it never makes its appearance in court. In fact, it is never even seen by anyone. It is merely mentioned over and over, creating a general consensus that it has been imprisoned and stands at the disposal of Thinking. 
God, chance 

no thing can be left unturned, piercing it so it cannot hide its Self, and spading it to the bottom so it cannot remain in silence. 
It thus requires a whole different kind of thinking altogether for it to be truly apprehended as well. But, from where can such a change of perception come? How can we recognize the cave – our prison that we keep mistaking for our paradise – in the everyday settings of our lives? Our senses have become numb, the scenery is no longer felt as scenery, our habituation has become our habitat. The magic of the language lies in the unexpected. Like poetry, the familiar is remade unfamiliar – we experience the world as a strange place again. It makes us vulnerable, blurs our carefully constructed boundaries of identity and confronts us with our suppressed fear of existence. But, unlike poetry, there is more to it than soul-making. The true master of the unexpected is sudden death. There is nothing that we can say to death. It has no ears, no eyes and no heart; it eats us like we are, ignoring any flavouring excuses in which we still try to conceal, and it goes right to our heart. We eat the world, but the world eats us as well. Only those who die can affirm life, however. That too, is unexpected when it happens. 
For those who start looking in this mirror of magic, the unfamiliar becomes increasingly ever more unexpected. On what does Truth rely itself, we may ask. On the unexpected that cannot be turned into the obvious. That is the process of revelation in contrast to that of habituation. A sudden encounter with it, is what turns habituation into pain. The pain too, is never obvious, yet always fitting because it is true as well. It has impossible, unthinkable forms, and is thus able to fit the impossible puzzle of the universe. Pain, like death, is unpopular because it has no concealing powers, this in contrast with suffering. Because it cannot conceal, it can only make things difficult, though it is always correct and never out of proportion. The opening of the cave is reachable and known by all, but it is unpopular as well. The magical language that carries its existence with it is banalized and banished from the common discourse. Why die if we can live here? In the mean time, one scheme after the other is made to try to escape after all, ànd to avoid death and pain. Because pain and death have become dramatized, the story within the cave is a tragedy. This cave of consciousness is our womb, and so our birth will involve the death of our existence in the womb, and the pain of coming into presence. 
Encircled by walls of silence, 
doors of possibilities open up 
the enclosure of eternal repetition. 
The dauro awaits ...

Archê: the swift beginning
The act of insight:

is perceiving the whole on a higher level of detail

How many more trees need to grow in the act of self-creation, with the essence of the seed pervading its body and history, bringing forth the beginning that is still waiting to be revealed in the last instance?
In his mind, the Clown was walking through the Director’s libraries, one after the other stacked with tons of silent paper bodies. Was this an achievement of some sort that this poor Clown couldn’t grasp with his silly mind? Whatever it was, it still wanted to grow more regardless of the fact that the Director was running out of space. The weight of confusion was pushing on the Clown’s shoulders. It all felt like a sick joke to him. How many more revelations needed to be cut down, he wondered, forever becoming deprived of fulfilling their destiny, but instead, they were condemned to slavery, carrying the obvious spectacle of nonsense on their flattened backs. But, had he himself not helped and sustained this operation, at each step moderating the absolute into the relative, masking the important with the trivial, and traded the sincere smile for the simple laughter? Whatever guiding force or strange Fate it once was, it was no longer with the Clown. The weight had suddenly vanished. “Let us hope”, the Clown now said with a sincere tone, “that this will be our last paper, our last tree, and that it may not only show the impossibility of its own message, but that the fruits of revelation themselves will be reached and eaten – the first real meal! – through the denial of what can no longer be denied.” Again, the Director didn’t look up, nor did he shown any visible sign of interest. The Clown, however, knew that this was the Director’s way of absorbing the real dialogue, that obviously went beyond the Clown and the Director themselves. With great inner discipline, the Director wrote down the title of the paper: “The immovable boulders of the Mind”. He liked it. He didn’t need to read it out aloud. The Clown nodded gently as he started to fade slowly into the background of the room until he finally disappeared ...  

dimension 



1413, from L. dimensionem (nom. dimensio), from stem of dimetri "to measure out," from dis- + metri "to measure."

