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‘Imagine a large castle on an island, with almost inescapable
dungeons. The jailor has installed every device to prevent the
prisoners escaping, and he has taken one final precaution: that of
hypnotizing the prisoners, and then suggesting to them that they and
the prison are one. When one of the prisoners awakes to the fact that
he would like to be free, and suggests this to his fellow prisoners, they
look at him with surprise and say: “Free from what? We are the
castle.” What a situation!’

Colin Wilson, The Outside

‘People can be very different from each other, but their dreams are
not, because in their dreams they award themselves the three or four
things they desire, sooner or later, to a greater or lesser extent, but
they always get them, everyone does; there is no one who seriously
dreams himself empty-handed. That’s why no one discovers himself
in his dreams.’

Jens Peter Jacobsen, Niels Lyhner
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Introduction

Ego made this world. Ego and world are each a metaphor for the
other, with a common origin which, when consciously experienced,
can free the individual self from both. This experience is neither
objective nor subjective — it 1s what I call panjective — which means it
can neither be literally described nor solipsistically moodied up, only
gestured towards; by critically exploring what it is not and by
metaphorically describing what it is /zke. This is what the present work
does.

To put this another way, reality is ultimately mysterious, a
mystery that is everywhere you look — because it is that which is
looking. This doesn’t mean that unmysterious thought — the kind
that reasons about subjective impressions and objective things — 1is
useless, or that the facts that it handles are illusions. It means that
such thought reaches a limit beyond which it cannot pass. Something
else has to cross over, a something else which, obviously enough, cannot
be expressed with the thought it had to leave behind. If it does think,
or reason, or attempt to express itself, it has to do it in another way;
through the means of expression we call metaphor. And again, this is
what this book aims to do.

Although it has to be presented as a linear a-to-b account, every part
of the book is both connected to every other part, and also connected
to the whole. This means, firstly, that it should be read twice, as only
the linear account will be grasped the first time while, the second
time, knowledge of what is to come will inform what is bringing the
whole into focus. Secondly, some ideas presented at the beginning,
particularly those referring to unself, consciousness and context, will
initially appear rather hazy (or confusing, or even unpleasantly
abstract). This is because the key terms in this book cannot be literally
defined, or at least not all at once, and must either appear later, or
‘reveal themselves’ implicitly, gradually, in the whole. On a second
reading, the difficult earlier sections will feel clearer and realer and



erroneous objections — and, worse, opinions — will not get in the way.

Opinions have almost nothing to do with experience. You can
have an opinion about love and death, but only while you’re not
experiencing them. So it is with everything of importance that I cover
in this book. Please put your opinions aside as you read, not in order
to blindly accept what I have to say, but to ensure that your
experience is not filtered by second-hand ideas, as so often happens,
particularly when reading a critique of that filtering mechanism.

This filtering mechanism is the self. It is a kind of psychological
tool which has taken over the consciousness of mankind and become
what we call ego. Ego doesn’t like to be criticised and employs
various strategies to deal with the threat of criticism. Its usual
response 1s to ignore the threat, ridicule it, drown it out with opinion
or attempt to refute it with some kind of ‘reasoning’; an avalanche of
facts disconnected from the point. But because ego is not merely
conceptual, but also affective, it will start to fee/ under attack before it
has discovered the intellectual reason why. Something will feel ‘off’,
something not quite right here. Ego will tken start looking for reasons
why it feels uncomfortable. It will find sentences it does not
understand and accuse the author of being pretentious, or deliberately
obfuscating, or a poor stylist. It will look for and find evidence that the
author is not properly qualified to speak, or it will look for, and again
find, inconsistencies in the system here presented and dismiss the
whole thing as factually incorrect woo, or it will take ideas out of
context and accuse the author of being racist, sexist, homophobic,
hypocritical or downright evil. Ego will find these reasons, and it will
then declare that the reasons have created the feelings, when the
opposite is true, as it nearly always is. Nobody ever reacts negatively
to a truthful philosophy because of what it says, but because of how it
makes them feel.

Some parts of this book are quite difficult. It demands some effort,
particularly at the beginning, where I have had to outline the
metaphysical foundations and explain the key terms that follow in the
[lighter, and more entertaining] main body of the work. Metaphysics



i1s, actually, straightforward and enjoyable. One reason it appears,
particularly for us in the West, difficult, dense and abstract, is because
we are forced to talk about it in a language that has been degraded by
thousands of years of unconscious use. This language has to be
unpicked or reimagined, which doesn’t always make for easy reading,
particularly after a hard day’s work.

I have been forced to use some ordinary words in a new way —
chief among these self and ego (and ‘selfish’ which has a much broader
meaning here that it usually does) but also various value-laden words,
such as beauty, truth, sanity, love, qualiry and so on, along with a few
less common technical words, such as physicalism and solipsism, all of
which also have here a much wider meaning than they normally do. I
have also invented a few new terms, such as unself (that which is not
self), pawjective (that which is neither objective nor subjective), and
nous, soma, thelema and viscera (terms taken from Greek and Latin and
adapted to describe the various fundamental elements of the self).
Once you get a feel for these terms, the reading will be more
agreeable.

That said, I have largely used language as it comes. This means
that, as with all ordinary language, what I have to say takes its
meaning not from diamond-like logical precision, but from the context
— from the context that we share, and from the context of what I am
saying in this particular book. I must therefore ask for a charitable
interpretation of what I am saying; which of course is how friends
communicate.

We are unlikely to be friends if you are in the habit, as many are,
of taking language to be reality, or of taking language as it comes to be
an adequate representation of reality. My criticism of ideas and
attitudes which are nor real will then appear to be an intolerable attack
on reality — or perhaps on the real people who hold these ideas and
attitudes, or perhaps on you? — and my reimagined, contextually
oriented language will appear to be quite outrageous, perhaps
unsettling, as if reality itself is being rearranged. This will give you an
irresistible urge to view what you disagree with as opinion (what you
agree with will seem like cold, hard, obvious fact), and counter what I



say with opinion — your own opinion, mass-opinion, expert-opinion,
dictionary-opinion, rich-and-famous-opinion — or you’ll zero in on
inconsistencies, or on the style of my writing, or on me, in order to
‘prove’ me wrong, or to win an internal argument.

In the end, it is better that people who find my style annoying,
or who are already starting to feel a bit put out, stop reading as soon
as possible; that those who are offended by my use of ‘man’ to refer to
‘humanity’ (because it is stylistically superior) give up in a huff; that
those who wish to enjoy a beautiful view, but aren’t prepared to burn
a few calories to do so, don’t bother climbing; that literalists (atheists
and theists, rationalists and empiricists, physicalists and idealists) give
up trying to literally understand the non-literal truth of what I say;
and that readers who are attached to their beliefs and personalities,
and who feel swelling outrage when they read an attack on al// beliefs
and personalities, throw the book out the window. It is better that the
easily offended, and the aggressively contentious, and the entirely
conventional, and the completely rational, and the completely
irrational read books that they agree with, that are popular, that sell
well, that are ‘of the time’. I haven’t written Self and Unself for them.
In fact I have deliberately written a book that is out of step, not just
with the time this time, but with time itself; because I only wish to
speak with people who are. Even if there are only the two of us.
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A map does not need to be perfectly accurate, nor even very
interesting. The purpose of a map, after all, is not to mimic the
terrain, which 1s impossible, but to take us through it. Spending too
much time looking at a map, or thinking about it, will not only cause
you to miss the beauty of the landscape, but you’ll get lost.

Self can be said to be composed of four modes (or modalities). The
boundaries between them are not fixed and definite, but we can say
that soma comes to us as body, sensation, perception or matter, nous
appears as thought, idea, conception or mind, viscera as feeling,
affection, psyche or atmosphere and thelema as will, energy, action
or movement.

These modalities can be divided into three sets of poles (or

polarities): subjectivity and objectivity, activity and passivity,



and manifestation and representation.

Maps represent the knowable parts of a terrain in knowable
relation to each other. In this they are useful. This map, however,
shows the knowable self in relation to something which is unknowable;
unself. Such a relation must, therefore, not be taken literally, but as a
metaphor. All references to such metaphorical “relationships” in this
book are enclosed in double “scare quotes™.
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Self and Unself

There are true flowers
n this painted world
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§1.

There is a self here reading these words, which I call me. It is a
caused, three-dimensional fact existing in what I call space and
passing through or changing in what I call time.

The ‘purpose’ of the self is to generate the world-for-me from
the world-in-itself. The experienced world of the self is not of reality
as it actually 1s, but is an 1image or reflection of reality, a
representation or manifestation of something else.

This something else that representations and manifestations are
“of” 1s inaccessible to the self. It appears to self either as an
unfathomable diszal context, “beyond” objective representation, or it
appears as an unfathomable proximal consciousness, “behind” self
experience.

Self, in other words, does not and cannot know who I really am
or what anything really is. Self can only know its own medial
experience. Anything else — if there zs anything else — is “beyond” or
“behind” a wall which self cannot surmount.
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§2.

Self, by itself, can mnever be sure what its representations and
manifestations are of. It can be sure enough that, for example, another
self exists (which I call you or it) and it can be sure enough about
where you or it comes from (God perhaps, or a granule of DNA), but
it can never know what you really are or what anything really is. To the
extent that I am a self, I am effectively imprisoned. Even though you
are obviously somehow a self like me, even though the carpet is still
obviously somehow a thing like me, you and it are still only actually
being experienced within my self. What you and it really, finally are is,
ultimately, inaccessible to the self.

'This 1s reasonably obvious for so-called secondary properties, such
as hardness or colour. It’s clear to most people that the green of the
grass, for example, is not the actual green, but an interpretation in the
mind; of light-frequency data that comes to the mind through the
optic nerve. We do not see light frequencies, we see, or self
experiences, colour. We do not hear vibrations in the air, we hear, or
self experiences, sound. Frequencies and vibrations exist
independently of mind, but there is no such thing as an ‘unheard
sound’ or an ‘unseen colour’ because sounds and colours are
functions of mind. If a tree falls in a forest and there’s nobody around
to hear, it obviously makes something — but that something, equally
obviously, cannot be our experience of sound.

This doesn’t mean secondary properties are completely invented
by the mind. There 1s, quite clearly, a fundamental connection
between our experience of green, in here, and the actual nature of the
light, out there, ‘bouncing off’ an oak leaf, or between the crashing
sound we hear when a tree falls, and the actual sound waves rocking
through the air. This is how we all know, despite fanciful
philosophical speculation, that we are sharing the same world of
greeny greens and crashy crashes. We all know that our senses are
almost completely reliable; but we also know that, somehow, they are
not; that there 1s a personal aspect to sensory experience. Even so-
called realists concede that mind somehow creates experience from
sensation; that the self doesn’t just report, it also interprets. This is



clear to most people, which is why it forms the basis of practically
every theory of perception ever proposed. Far less clear, far more
difficult to accept, is the idea that the self generates our experience of
the primary property of literality.
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§3.

Literalism is the belief or experience (the former arising from the
latter) that representations are analogous or abbreviated expressions
of knowable things. For the literalist, the noetic tree (the idea, word or
symbol that represents tree) and the somatic tree (that big, beautiful
brown and green thing over there) are fundamentally the same as the
actual tree; as the ‘tree-in-itself’. Literalist definitions can be flexible
and literalist logics can be ‘fuzzy’, but all forms of literalist thought
and expression are completely or essentially knowable (describable as
an idea, or thinkable in symbolic thought, or graspable as an emotion)
and founded on the assumption — and it only ever can be an
assumption — that reality is also, in the same way, knowable. There is,
in other words, nothing elusive, ineffable or mysterious about the
literalist tree; the eye can see it, the mind can know it, the heart can
like or want it.

Self-generated objective literality can be said to comprise two
equally unmysterious, comprehensible laws; the law of facticity and
the law of causality. Facticity means that every thing must either be a
literal thing or a literal non-thing (x is either x or not-x) and causality
means that every literal thing must have been literally caused by some
other thing (If x then y), all these things known, and only quantitatively
known, in their relation to one other, which is to say relatively.

The whole ordinary world, what the self calls ‘the real world’, is
a massive collection of caused facts existing within, and related to
each other by, the self. Self, in other words, generates space and time.
As with secondary properties of sound and colour, the fact that this
experience is ‘generated’ doesn’t mean that it’s mvented, that there
1sn’t something literally ‘spacetimey’ out there, that the tree my mind
thinks of and the tree my mind sees are illusions, or that factual and
causal relations are a battery of ad hoc assumptions and arbitrary
inventions, or that mathematics and logic are entirely subjective, or
that the word ‘literally’ is literally meaningless. Only an abstract
philosopher or postmodern artist or complete madman could
seriously believe that an unperceived tree, or planet, or Pharaoh, does



not exist at all, or that language and logic are literally meaningless, or
that there is no difference between dreams and waking reality. The
fact that you are reading these words and that you even approximately
understand them i1s almost indisputable evidence that something
mind-graspable exists beyond your self. All manifest communication
would be impossible — including communication with completely
new cultures — if there weren’t something in reality which was literal,
that we unquestionably share. What the self~-made nature of literality
means is that ultimately self doesn’t, and cannot, zake literal, factual,
causal experience from the world: it brings literal experience to the
world.
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§4.

Self does not learn objective literality like it learns the individual facts
and causes that comprise it, for self i1s uzself a literal thing. The spatial
position of my subjective self, its experience of your objective self, the
causal relation of that experience to who you actually are, the relation
of you to him, to her, to them, to it... all of these relations somehow
exist out there, but their literalness, their ‘graspableness’, is a function
of the inherent, fundamental nature of self, not ultimately learnt from
anything external to self. It is clearly the case that self can be said to
somehow learn facticity and causality. A developing baby does learn to
separate thing from thing, object from subject, babself from mumself;
but it evidently does not, and cannot, learn this from facts and causes,
the existence of which are presupposed by the very self that is
grasping them.” How can self learn facticity and causality from
experience of the world, when facticity and causality are the essential
prerequisites for that experience? How can you learn that objects are
separate from each other in space, without firsz being able to separate
objects from one another? How can we ever be sure that perception
and conception provide us with an accurate picture of the world,
without relying on perception and conception?

What self does learn from experience are secondary properties;
the causal facts, or factual causes, that make up the world. Because
these are acquired, they can be lost by self or, in the case of impaired
selves, not acquired at all. You can be born blind to light and colour,
but you cannot be born blind to time and space. Likewise, secondary
properties can be experimentally ‘thought away’; self can imagine an
object without position, colour, form, substance and state, but, as
Immanuel Kant pointed out,~ it can never think away the primary
properties of facticity and causality. It can neither perceive nor
conceive of a factless, causeless object because it i1s born with this
understanding ‘hardwired’ into perception and conception. Our
experience of space and what we call ‘time’ would be impossible
unless we brought facticity and causality zo our experience. There is
no way even to imagine how it could be otherwise.

* Arthur Schopenhauer, On the Fourfold Root of Sufficient Reason



1 Immanuel Kant, The Critique of Pure Reason
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§5.

What then i1s the nature of reality, “behind” the literal, objective
representation of self? What, that is to say, is the nature of the thing-
in-itself=? Self alone only has two options. Either it can concede that
self cannor experience the thing-in-itself (or deny that it exists at all);
in which case anything goes. This is the position of the solipsist, or
subjectivist, for whom everything is self. The other option is to
assume that although the thing-in-itself, the universe “beyond” me, is
fundamentally unreachable, it is szll essentially and entirely literal.
This 1s the position of the physicalist, or objectivist.

Although physicalists and solipsists are constantly at odds, and
although both positions are superficially distinct, they are
fundamentally the same. The reality of the solipsist is subjectively
literal — there is nothing “prior” to the subjectivities of the self — just
as the reality of the literalist is objectively so — there is nothing
“beyond” the objects of the self. Thus we can speak of solipsism and
physicalism as distinct, but they are, ultimately, both self-located, or
egoic worldviews; which is why each, two poles on the same
continuum, ultimately entails the other. Objectivity at its subjectless
extreme collapses into complete, solipsistic, subjectivity — for all I can
actually find in the objects of self’s experience s self, or self-generated
representation — while subjectivity in turn, at izs limits, reveals total
objectivity — for if I am the world in toto, there can be no
[objectively] wvalidated I to be found @ that world, no true
consciousness; just a chaos of objective bits.

Egoism — solipsistic / physicalist literalism — began at some
point towards the end of the Palaeolithic era, with what we call
tdealism and dualism, the semi-literal / semi-solipsist idea that reality
(for the idealist) literally is, or (for the dualist) is somehow caused or
magically animated by, mind (or by ‘soul’ or ‘God’). The normal word
for idealism-dualism today is superstition or, in its most extreme form,
religion. Around five hundred years ago the useless magical element
was ditched in favour of what we now call ‘physicalism’ (also known
as ‘materialism’ or, more absurdly, ‘realism’), the idea that reality is a



fully literal thing, which self — specifically the rational mind — can
indirectly access. Today, we usually call physicalism science or, in its
most extreme form, scientism.

* Ibid.
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§6.

Scientism is an extreme form of literalism, but some form of literalism
has been the assumed foundation of all institutional thought since
institutions began, around 6,000 years ago. There are, however, four
catastrophic problems with literalism and all the scientific-religious
philosophies built upon it;

1. Self can never know what lies beyond its reach in space, if anything
does, because self creates space. It cannot judge its own reliability
without first presupposing it. Self just proceeds as if the thing-in-itself
out there matches the literal representation it experiences in here. For
the literalist, an essentially comprehensible universe walks into the self
where it is literally doubled as my experience of it.- Self then assumes
that what it generates as space and time reflects a universe that
fundamentally is spatio-temporal. The literalist can never be sure if
this is so — if there isn’t something else, beyond its grasp — so he has to
assume it. Not because, as he declares, this modus operandi ‘works’
(indeed and of course it does) but because he Zas to assume it. He has
no choice; the literal self can only experience meter readings (its own, or
those of the tools it builds), which means that the literalist must posit
a miraculous ghost world beyond experience to explain what those
readings are of; if, that 1s, he seriously reflects on such matters, which
1s rare. Vague gestures towards ‘God’, ignoring the question of what
anything actually s, or pretending it is meaningless to ask such
questions are more common, all of which allow the modern
assumption that the objective universe s as it appears to rest without
question.

The physicalist in particular is forced to cling to the ‘meter
reading’ view of the universe — to assume that the meter readings of
the self accurately reflect objective reality — even when they inform
him that he 1is in error. Physicalist philosophers believe that
philosophy should limit its claims to what the natural sciences can
discover — that philosophy is really just a preliminary stage, or
‘handmaiden’, to the ‘real’ work of the physicalist scientist. But when,
in the first half of the twentieth century, those same scientists



discovered that ultimately [quantum] reality cannor be literally
grasped by the self, their discoveries were effectively ignored. The
problems that physicalist thinkers endeavour to solve, such as the
relation between mental and physical phenomena, are implicitly
founded on a literal logic that has been discovered, by the same
science they uphold, to be incompatible with ‘objective’ reality.

11. Just as the literal self cannot know what lies beyond spatial
representation, so it is incapable of grasping the cause of its
experience in what it calls time. It has no idea of how facticity and
causality — a.k.a. the universe — could have causally emerged from
non-facticity and non-causality; because it can have no idea. This is
not a question of ‘not knowing’ something, of not yet having the right
theory or enough data. There is no way to think about how time and
space could ‘emerge’ from non-time and space; and so literalists just
ignore the matter, or focus on the measurable effects of this
‘emergence’ or, again, they posit miracles to explain it. While theist
literalists are quite open about this, informing us that [an equally
literal] ‘God’ created the universe, atheist literalists, embarrassed by
magic, prefer either to wave the problem away with ‘well it must have
happened’ and pretend that this happening can’t have been
miraculous, or they sneak causality into their assumptions, using
words like ‘happen’, ‘came to be’ and ‘emerge’ to describe the source
of causality itself. But however the miracle is framed, a miracle
remains the only way for literalists to explain or accept the incoherent
absurdity — at the heart of both standard modern theism and
standard modern atheism — that causelessness caused causality.

1. Literalism cannot explain the cause of experience, or what it calls
‘consciousness’. For the literalist, consciousness somehow emerged
from non-consciousness; conscious human beings somehow emerged
from unconscious rocks and amoebae (‘phylogenetically’), and
conscious adults somehow emerged from unconscious chromosomes
and embryos (‘ontogenetically’). But again, there is no way even to
think about how this could happen; how something non-experiential
can possibly generate experience (or, alternatively, how quantity can



generate quality) without reducing the latter to the former. We can
imagine, and so predict, how sand-dunes can ‘emerge’ from sand, or
ice from water, or ecological breakdown from human activity. There
1s something quantitatively detectable in the latter which conceivably,
or scientifically, leads to the former. But there is nothing in non-
experience that can conceivably lead to experience or predict its
emergence. Qualitative consciousness ‘emerging’ from quantitative
matter is as feasible as language emerging from biscuits. It’s not
merely amazing that it happened (the so-called ‘argument from
incredulity’ which physicalists are very eager to dismiss) but
impossible to imagine that it could happen, at least causally; so the
literalist just says ‘God did it’ or, these days, ‘emergentism did it’,
which amounts to the same thing.

This leaves two further puzzles for the literalist. One is how the
material mind can cause immaterial consciousness, and the other is
how non-physical consciousness can influence physical matter. These,
the so-called ‘mind-body problem’ and ‘problem of mental
causation’, are insoluble mysteries for literalists. They come up with
plenty of theories (or souls or gods) that they think can explain them,
but none addresses the inherent absurdity of the problems, which is
why nobody has come anywhere near answering them. Those answers
which are offered all beg not one but two questions; the first is what
the matter is that mind is supposed to influence or emerge from,
which remains impregnable to, and untouched by, any kind of
literalism, and the second is what the consciousness s that
experiences that matter, which is either declared to be a quantitative,
literal thing like any other literal thing or to be an ‘epiphenomenal
illusion’, which is to say, to not exist at all.

iv. The fourth literalist enigma is literal, objective knowledge itself, or
rational thought, which is assumed, from the beginning of the literal,
objective world, to have a fundamentally one-to-one correspondence
with reality. But how is the literalist to know? How can literal thought
determine whether literal thought is literally representing reality? Just
as there can be nothing within an android that can validate whether it
1S conscious, so there can be nothing within rational thought that can



validate thinking itself. One can only judge the accuracy of thought,
meaning the fundamental thinkableness of reality, by experiencing
from a standpoint “external” to rationality, but this is something the
literalist cannot do.

This problem (called the ‘no independent access’ problem-)
cripples the progress of physicalist understanding that modern
literalists appeal to. How is one to further knowledge, or discover a
more elementary law than those which currently obtain, unless one
steps out of the known and introduces a new hypothesis which is
ultimately unrelated to the interconnected network of perceptions and
conceptions that physicalism is based on? This, one of the great
mysteries of science, is unsolvable by science, because you have to
make a non-literal leap over the factual-causal fence in order to do so.
Immanuel Kant, Henri Poincaré, Albert Einstein and Max Planck all
made this point, as did, in a different way, David Hume#, who argued
that experience can never lead to reliable general principles, because
such principles rest on a dependable regularity which can never be
found i experience. We can never be completely sure that the next
swan we come across won’t be bright red. While we remain within the
coordinates of the knowable we can never be sure that the laws of
nature don’t change or evolve, or that an untested hypothesis (of
which there are an infinite number) doesn’t more accurately fit the
facts. Hume himself was driven to despair by his famous ‘problem of
induction’, because it invalidates scientific certainty; which is, once
again, why physicalists pretend that it doesn’t exist or is of no
importance.

Extreme literalists — physicalists — consider the universe to be
entirely composed of separate comprehensible parts, particles or
granules relating to each other in predictable ways in order to produce
a measurable outcome; that the universe, or reality, is, like the self, a
kind of machine. They are unable to view reality as something non-
mechanical, something which, despite clearly having a literal
machine-like component, 1is also ultimately, unpredictable,
immeasurable, spontaneous and uncaused; the state of experience we



call alive.

Perhaps, you might think, the physicalist considers the
mechanistic universe to be just a metaphor? But if that’s the case, why
is it preferred over an organic metaphor? Or maybe it s literally true;
but then how are we to know? What kind of test could be devised to
confirm such a theory? How could it ever be refuted? Of course it
could not. There is no way, ever, to test whether the world is
mechanical with mechanical tests, any more than rationality can
determine whether rationality can, ultimately, know the world.

Literalism is founded on facticity and causality, but is unable to
explain how non-facticity and non-causality could have created
facticity and causality — how the universe, consciousness, experience
or knowledge came to be — for the transparent reason that it is
impossible; and so all literalists, of whatever stripe, have to posit
miracles to explain it, or redefine the problem out of existence, or
knock up a smokescreen of philosophical-technical jargon to hide
their ignorance, or, the most common approach, just pretend it
doesn’t exist (management never addresses consciousness, politicians
never mention the universe and the word ‘ineffable’ is never heard in
the lab), proceeding as if consciousness is either an illusion, or a literal
material object inhabiting an essentially comprehensible clockwork
universe that just happened.

This bizarre reality, a conscious universe spontaneously
springing from the head of Zeus, mirroring in some equally fantastic
way a reality that can never be directly experienced, is the one that
most people in the world inhabit today. Nobody seriously explores the
nature or the limits of this make-believe ideology, our ‘worldview’, at
least not at work. It is assumed to be the only explanation of the
universe, although that assumption cannot itself be literally justified
without getting sucked into a tautologous mindwarp — you can’t
literally prove that literal proof is the only method of discovering truth
without automatically ruling out non-literal methods. Thus, all non-
literal accounts of reality are not reasoned away, but reflexively
dismissed — as insane forms of subjectivist solipsism.

* Arthur Schopenhauer, On the Fourfold Root of Sufficient Reason
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I David Hume, Treatise of Human Nature
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§7.

Solipsism is the only way to reject physicalism within the confines of
the self. The solipsist denies objective facticity and causality, either
rationally concluding (as Hume, one of the godfathers of modern
solipsism, did) that neither can be found in the world, or irrationally
dismissing them as forms of control by external agencies (souls, gods,
governments, aliens, them). Instead of the factual and the causal, the
solipsist adheres to the unreal and the arbitrary; a subjective reality
which has no objective counterpart, and therefore is based on random
choice, personal whim or whatever association (association, based on
similarity, being ‘solipsistic causality’) is at hand.

The extreme solipsist — the schizophrenic — is confined to a
catatonic universe of self-generated illusion, but most solipsists can
function perfectly well in the world without retreating to an inner
world of concepts. The high-functioning solipsist inhabits the same
egoic world as the physicalist, making the same literal distinction
between the inner subject and the outer object, but solipsistic meaning
is handed over to the subject in order to serve the temporary needs of
ego, which frequently demands that rationality, objectivity and causal
reason be abandoned so that it can justify itself and lie to others.

While orientation towards the objective-world of physicalism is
favoured by businessmen, managers, scientists and men, the
subjectivity of solipsism is the preferred philosophy of liars, artists,
addicts and women. The former require a useful representation of the
world which they can rationally defend, the latter a wuseless
representation which they can irrationally defend. Because both are
essentially egoic — essentially the same — and because life is a
complex affair, self can leap from one to the other, choosing which to
adhere to over the course of a life, or even a day. A man may be a
rational literalist in class, a semi-rational solipsist in Church, a
practical literalist in the office, an airy-fairy solipsist at the guitar or in
the art-gallery, an android-like physicalist when he is arguing with his
wife and a self-absorbed hyper-idealist when he has a breakdown and
just can’t take it anymore.
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§8.

If there is something else in reality, something in the thing-in-itself that
1s not physically or solipsistically self, then it can neither be
represented by self nor make sense to it. If, that is to say, there is
something in reality that is inaccessible to a self which is eizher a literal
object or an unreal subject, then that something else must be both object
and subject, both non-literal and real. Here, this 1s called
panjective.

Non-literal means non-factual, or paradoxical (x is both x and
non-x) and real means not self-generated; it is uncaused (x is always
x). Panjective reality is, therefore, absolure, meaning that it is real but
i1s not ‘known’ through the quantitative relations of its literal factual-
causal parts. If the thing-in-itself is 1z any way absolute, self can create
self-graspable perceptions, conceptions, affections and motions
“from” it, but there is something in the thing-in-itself “beyond” both
objective knowledge, or fact, and subjective knowledge, or invention.

The absolute nature of the thing-in-itself doesn’t just mean that
it is ultimately ineffable to self, but that izs “relationship” to the world s
also ineffable.- Self can say that the thing-in-itself spatially “precedes”
or temporally “causes” the experience of self — self can express itself
dualistically — but if the thing-in-itself is somehow unselfish, then
such dualism can only ever be non-literally, or metaphorically, true;
for, ultimately, there can be no relation between reality and
representation.

These are rather unusual ideas. If, ultimately, reality is absolute,
there is not just ‘something else’ in the thing-in-itself, forever beyond
the relative self, there must also, somehow, be nothing bur something
else. If there are ultimately no separate facts and no separate causes
(or factual associations) — no time and space in the thing-in-itself —
there can be, ultimately, no difference between anything and anything
else, which means that, again, ultimately, there can be no difference
between me and the rest of the universe, at any time.

This literally unbelievable idea 1s, you would think, easy to
verify. If I look around and find that I am surrounded by separate



things which are not each other and not me — things which include
the entire past and future of the universe — then I can probably
conclude that I am not all things at all times, that I am ‘just me’, my
ordinary self. The question, however, is not what I am °‘looking
around’ atz, but what the ‘I’ 75 that is doing the looking. It may be

obvious that my self 1s not everything else, but it is far from obvious that
I am my self.

* Arthur Schopenhauer, The World as Will and Representation
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§9.

Who am I? It is such a simple question, and yet I keep getting it
wrong. I get it wrong by looking for, and finding, answers. There can
be no definitive self~knowable answer to the question ‘who am I?’
because self only has its own experience to judge by. If I am somehow
“more” or “other” than self, self cannot know it, any more than a
torch can ‘know’ darkness.

The torch of self can reason itself to the limits of its light — it
can know it cannot know beyond a certain point — but it cannot
experience what lies beyond what it knows, for, self-evidently, self
cannot be what it is not, any more than torch-light can be dark. Self
therefore, by itself, concludes that either there is nothing beyond the
known, or, if there is, that there is nothing beyond the known that is
not self-like.

It is night and a drunk man is looking for his keys in a pool of
light under a street lamp. A friend comes along and asks him what he
1s doing. ‘I’'m looking for my keys’, he says. “Where did you drop
them?’ the friend asks, and the man points into the darkness. ‘Over
there’, he says. ‘Over there? Then why aren’t you looking over there?’
‘Because’, says the drunk man, ‘the light is Zere’.

This famous allegory more or less describes the activity of self,
which looks with self for something other than self; because ‘that’s
where the light i1s’. The difference being that ‘the light’ doesn’t just
limit what self sees, but what it zs — and therefore can see. Self, by
itself, is identified with the ‘light’ of the noetic, visceral, thelemic and
somatic self, and so it cannot say, of the object of its search, that it is
in the darkness because, for the self, there is no such thing. If the story
were to continue it would end with the drunkard and his friend
arguing about the existence of the night.

Self does not conclude that the universe is entirely self-like by
inspecting facts and causes — or ‘evidence’ — because facticity and
causality are, despite accurately applying to self-like aspects of the
thing-in-itself, ultimately self-made. There can be no fact or cause
within self that can determine whether facticity completely applies to



reality “beyond” self. Because self can only inspect facts, and strings of
causal (or associative) reason, it can only assume that reality beyond its
representation is completely factual and causal. This assumption
forms the sand-like foundation of all egoic, literalist, philosophies,
whether physicalist, solipsist, dualist or idealist.

* Attributed to Nasreddin
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§10.

Everything that self experiences is a representation of something else
which is ultimately an inaccessible mystery to it, to me. Self must
therefore guess whether that mystery is actually mysterious, or if it just
seems so because it is inaccessible. Self can be completely confident
about that within the thing-in-itself which is knowable, but it can
never know whether there is something “within” the thing-in-itself
that is unknowable, because it cannot step outside of itself and
experience, or be, that which its meter readings are of.

With one exception. There is one thing-in-itself in the universe,
and only one, that I do not need to ‘read’ from the meter of the self to
experience, one thing-in-itself in the universe that I can be, that I am,
immediately and directly, that I do not have to go via my self to
experience, and that is consciousness, the experience or state I call I.

I am, unquestionably, the one thing in the entire universe that I
have direct, inward access to. I am the only thing in the universe
which s that which representation is of. I am the consciousness which
self — the entire apparent universe — only ever appears zo. I, like every
other thing-in-itself, appear or manifest as self, but, ultimately, I
qualitatively “precede” quantitative self-perception, self-conception,
self-facticity and self-causality. Ultimately, to put it simply, I am not
my self.

I am unself.
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§11.

If literalism holds, unself is just maccessible self. They are essentially
the same, except that the former is out of reach. Modern literalists
sometimes call such an out-of-reach self the ‘unconscious’, a hidden
realm said to mysteriously influence the functioning of self. This
inaccessible subjective realm ‘inside’ of self is conceived of in the
same way as the inaccessible objective realm ‘outside’ of self, which is
to say, once again, literally. We can deductively piece the bits of the
unconscious together by psychoanalytically studying its effects, but we
can never access it directly, and therefore can never be sure what it
literally is, or even, rather more seriously, ¢f it literally is.

If, however, the literalist account of the thing-in-itself is
Jundamentally false, if there 1s anything non-literal about the unselfish
thing-in-itself of self, then it is somehow non-factual and non-causal.
Not completely non-factual and non-causal; something “within” the
thing-in-itself must be isolable, factual and causal — representable —
otherwise nothing would make sense. It is only through our
connection with a vast and interconnected, coherent and completely
dependable tapestry of facts, sewn together with causal threads, that
we know with total confidence that we are not dreaming. But there is
no reason to suppose that consciousness is entirely literal or indeed
entirely inaccessible; reasons themselves are accessible, literal things.
If the thing-in-itself that I am transcends literality, then it must
somehow be both paradoxical and uncaused (or unthinkable and
eternal), and if it 7s somehow paradoxical and uncaused, then there
must, first of all, somehow be no separation between the unself that I
am here, which I call consciousness, and the unself that everything
1s there, which I call context. Even more extraordinarily, there must
somehow also be no separation in space or time between the unself
that I am here and now and every “other” unself in the universe out
there. Ever.

Thus, although the fact that I am the only thing in the universe
I can access from within appears to be solipsism, nothing that appears
to the imagination can ever be an accurate idea or image of unself.
The idea that ‘my unself is every other unself’ may evoke in the



imagination of the self a fabulous — bordering on insane — literal
image of separate glowing minds conglomerating in some kind of
single solipsistic gas, but only by literally cutting off consciousness
(here) from the [imagined] context (there). If, however, literalism
doesn’t hold, then I am somehow one with the context, with the entire
universe; the absolute opposite of solipsism. In fact it is the self, which
can only ever experience itself, which is, or inevitably terminates in,
extreme solipsistic subjectivism.

If unself is in any way non-literal, it must be the case that
consciousness and context are one, but there is no thing ‘here’ and
‘now’ which merges with, or turns out to be the same as, a thing
‘there’ and ‘then’, because there are no separate things; there are no
other things, no prior things and no subsequent things. This leaves
the solid, real, reliable, shared representation of the objective world,
and the personal, insubstantial but equally real representation of the
subjective world, completely intact, while transcending objective and
subjective dominance of that world, allowing something else to take the
wheel.
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§12.

Self, by itself, rejects unself. Somatically, self takes unself to be
invisible, non-factual, supernatural and impossible to locate in the
world (either in the objective, literal world or in the subjective,
solipsistic world). Noetically, self finds unself inconceivable,
contradictory, absurd and indistinguishable from fantasy, invention,
madness and even fascism. Viscerally, self is irritated, bored, confused
or disturbed by unself, and all talk of it, whether meaningful or
meaningless. Self doesn’t have to 7y and react in this way, or to deny
that unself exists by appealing to the ideas, sensations, feelings and
actions of self, any more than it has to zry or learn to experience
caused facts in space. Self, insofar as it is only self, automatically rules
out unself. It cannor experience something else essentially different to
itself any more than an ear can hear the colour blue. For the dualist
self something else does exist — a soul, or a ‘mind’ — but it is self-like
(i.e. mot something else), while, for the physicalist and the idealist,
nothing else exists; there is just self. In both cases, if there s something
else, self alone cannot experience it. Unself can no more exist to self
than a fact or idea within a dream can prove the existence of a waking
world; if I have never been awake. Only knowledge of a consistent,
objective waking world can throw an inconsistent, subjective dream
world into doubt. Without the former there is no standard by which
to judge the reality of the latter.

Imagine a blind man who believes that colour is a conspiracy.
He hears talk of colour, but he refuses to believe it really exists. Or
imagine a deaf man who watches people listen to music, smile with
pleasure or get up and dance to it. He constructs a theory that music
1s a kind of electricity that makes people restless, that twitches their
faces and jerks their muscles. ‘Well yes’, you might say, ‘so it is; but
that electricity has qualiry, like the lovely colours you see in a beautiful
painting or the lovely odour from baking bread’. And then, from your
metaphor, he will understand. But what if he is blind to qualiry? Like
an alien, or a manager, who doesn’t understand humour? Then what
metaphor can you offer to bridge the gap?



Likewise, because for self everything within the world is a fact
caused by another fact, there can be no place within this world for
‘radical initiation’ — an uncaused act of free will — so self must
either assume that such acts are impossible, or impute them to some
literal thing beyond the world. As self can find no evidence within the
world for this literal thing, it must either spin it from its own
imagination, which is to say invent a divine being, or soul, which
freely causes what we experience, or dismiss that same being or soul,
along with free-will, as a ridiculous fantasy. When free will is viewed
through the lens of self — sensually, rationally, verbally, emotionally —
it vanishes. It cannot exist, because the matter of self is subject to the
same inevitable causality as all matter.-

This difference between an unspeakable freedom of
consciousness “within” self and world, and a comprehensible
determinism reigning as self and world, is why the former is so much
more obvious to us (unless of course we wish to blame someone or
something for our fears, lies and vices; then we’re suddenly, helplessly,
unfree), while the latter must be arrived at by intellectual effort. It’s
also why when we attempt to articulate our instincts for freedom, the
importance of it, we often run up against ‘reasonable objections’
which miss the point; by being reasonable. Take, as an example, the
demand for free speech. As soon as it becomes explicit, we find we do
not want lizeral ‘freedom’ to shout ‘fire’ in a packed space when there
1s no fire, or literal ‘freedom’ to incite mass murder, or lizeral ‘freedom’
for people to rain mindless abuse down upon our heads; ‘freedom’,
that is to say, for self to say what it wants. The freedom of speech we
demand is for consciousness to be able to say what it pleases, no matter
what explicit form it takes. The lawmakers of the egoic world cannot
tell the difference, which i1s why they ban the word ‘fire’, while
allowing panic to spread by non-literal means.

Self, therefore, can never discover freedom. It can only discover
slavery. If free will exists it can only be in the absence of self; meaning
the absence of causality, and therefore compulsion, and in the
absence of facticity, and therefore boundary; which is to say, in
unselfish consciousness.



* Arthur Schopenhauer, On the Will in Nature
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§13.

When self talks about consciousness, it is only ever talking about self;
self-willed attention to the percepts, concepts, affects and actions of
self. When literalist philosophers of mind wuse the term
‘consciousness’, they are usually referring to egoic focus on some
thing; an 1solated sensation, feeling, thought or act. When self
investigates attention, or focused awareness, it finds only a series of
disconnected sensations, feelings, thoughts and acts. It then logically
concludes that ‘really’ no unified or “prior” consciousness exists. This
1s like a man who walks around a room looking for himself, closely
inspecting everything, realising that each thing in the room is not him,
and then finally concluding that he’s not really there.

The room is unself; the thing-in-itself which appears to me from
within as consciousness and from without as the context, which I
consciously experience. Self focuses on, picks out or isolates bits of
the thing-in-itself — things or facts — into its spatial attention. These
things are not just subjective, coming from within the body (volition,
conception, affection) or objective, coming from without (action,
character, perception) but subjectivity and objectivity (factual-causal
separation) are themselves brought into being by the isolating activity
of self. The objective form of the world (its primary and secondary
qualities — its colours, flavours and states, and its factual-causal
existence in space) is not just created by, or is indistinguishable from,
the subject; the difference between subject and object zself comes into
being through the activity of the self. The corresponding subjective
attention of the self — the thinking, feeling and willing that I
experience as a knower — may ‘come from’ or be a ‘result’ of the
various objective things of the world, which are, to the self, the known,
but before the self forms, when I am extremely young, or when self is
softened or suppressed, there s no knower and known, no subject and
object, just a felt totality in which that and thou are indistinguishable
from I and me. In such a state, I experience unself as the one and
only, as nature’s sole, ontological and essentially unknowable primitive.
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§14.

When self looks for consciousness or context — for unself — it only
ever finds parts; perceptions and conceptions, things and facts, ideas
and expressions, subjects and objects. It can no more find the whole
than a bitmap image or mosaic can display a continuous gradient.
The harder the ‘bit-making’ self looks for unself, the more confused it
gets. Eventually it concludes that only functional bits exist, which is to
say; a unified unselfish consciousness and context do not exist.

Self creates subjects and objects from unself, then asks whether
consciousness and context are subjective or objective — for that is the
only question it can ask — which automatically disposes of unself. If
unself is objective, then it can be discovered with scientific method;
which means it’s a thing, which means it’s not unself. If it is
subjective, then it can be whatever you like, which means it’s not real.
Physicalist philosophers and scientists are forced to conclude that
unself does not exist, that consciousness is ‘really’ isolating attention
upon a ‘bundle’ of self~-modes which we zake to be consciousness, that
the context is ‘really’ a collection of things which the mind grasps
piecemeal. For the physicalist, what we ‘really’ experience are
elements of the mechanical self, not anything like a unified operating
consciousness or an unfathomable present, which are illusions. The
possibility that both subjectivity and objectivity are “secondary” to a
“preceding” consciousness eludes the literalist; he cannot imagine
that although measurable objective brain activity logically correlates
with subjective states of self, and vice versa — for they are the inner
and outer states of the same thing — both are, ultimately, the “result”
of something else which can be detected by neither. We cannot find this
something else with the subjective or objective self any more than a
torch can find a shadow; it is only by switching off the torch that
darkness ‘appears’.

Solipsists, equally blind to the unifying whole of contextual-
conscious experience — but rejecting literalist accounts of a reliable
objective world — are forced to conclude that consciousness does
exist, but that it is all me; all my literal self. For the solipsist what you



really experience is an unknowable illusion. You might believe you
exist in a reliable world, just as a torch might believe it creates light,
but, says the solipsist, really your entire self is sustained by my
‘electricity’ (or by that of various symbolic / associative substitutes for
me, such as God, the devil, the Rothschilds, the right, the left, etc.,
etc.).

Such accounts can make nothing of either the actual experience
of a unified consciousness which transcends subjectivity and
objectivity, or the evident necessity for one. Conscious experience
(meaning heightened conscious experience) requires no object (it arises
for no reason) and decreases subjectivity (it takes you out of yourself).
What’s more, not only do we experience reality from a unified I, but
we couldn’t possibly make sense of experience without it. Without a
continuous sense of I, subjective and objective experience would be
fractured into static shards, or a nightmarish flip-book of isolated
moments with no identity threading through them, everything real, all
too horrifically real, yet muffled in a soup of incoherent pointlessness.
In fact, some people do have this experience. In fact, many people do.
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§15.

There is no acrual division anywhere in the universe of the self, no
dividing line that can be found between solipsist subject and
physicalist object, or between nous, soma, viscera and thelema. Self
makes these divisions, as it makes divisions between red and yellow, or
between the whiteness of the snow and its softness, or between the
feathers of a cockatoo and its squawk, or between language and
meaning. Really there is just the inscrutable whole of the colour,
snow, cockatoo and communication. The philosopher who puzzles
over self-generated divisions is like a man looking at a hundred photos
taken over the course of a stranger’s life and wondering how all these
‘different’ people are related. “They must be related’, he thinks, ‘look
how similar they all are!”

Self creates a universe of isolated facts, causally connected and
conceptually related to each other, and knitted into a world of
knowledge which it then takes to be, in principle, the same kind of
thing as reality. It’s not just that the map is taken to be the terrain, but
that the self must consider the terrain to be essentially map-like. What
the map is actually of cannot be found on it, and neither can the
person reading it, nor why he is travelling at all. Looking for
something non-symbolic on a map is the very essence of madness.

Arthur Schopenhauer made a related point about the facts
revealed by scientific investigation, the various conceptually named
percepts of the self, which we can grasp as things related to other
things, but never that o which these things appear, or from which they
originate. The world of science, Schopenhauer said,- is like a party
comprising innumerable guests to which I am presented with
introductions along the lines of ‘this lady is that man’s auntie, and
that man is her friend, and those two are his children...” Meanwhile I
think to myself, ‘yes, yes, but what the devil do they all have to do
with me?” ‘Me’, in this case, is my consciousness, with which such
facts have, for me, nothing ‘to do’, for the simple reason that, finally,
their relationship z0 me does not exist. It is ‘picked out’ from
experience as a finger is picked out from an arm. The philosopher

then comes along and then wonders what this bizarre finger s — this



‘consciousness’, this ‘meaning’, this ‘truth’ — and how it is related to
the arm. Indeed this — continual puzzlement over maps for lands that

nobody lives in — s philosophy, or rather abstract philosophy in the
Western tradition, the activity of a mind writhing in the coils of a
series of insoluble riddles brought about by the autonomous existence
of the very mind that is trying to unravel them.

* Arthur Schopenhauer, The World as Will and Representation
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§16.

Abstract philosophy is the exclusive use of the thinking mind to find
truth. This doesn’t just mean working out problems in the head, but
also perceiving abstractly; seeing and hearing the world divided up
noetically, through the ‘screen’ of the thinking mind, and assuming
that this divided representation s the world. This activity is so
common that you’d be forgiven for thinking that the world it presents
1s reality, just as you’d be forgiven for thinking that all reasoning about
it zs philosophy.

Abstract thinking about abstract experience is the only thing
that happens in universities and just about the only thing you’ll find in
the philosophy section of a bookshop or library. When people use the
word ‘deep’, they’re usually thinking of the kind of difficult ideas that
abstract philosophers talk about. Not that anyone really knows what
abstract philosophers talk about, because what they say is extremely
boring, absurdly difficult, irrelevant to ordinary life or outrageously
self-absorbed, so nobody pays any attention to it.

Abstract philosophy is difficult, boring and pointless because,
first of all, abstract philosophers are really only writing for other
abstract philosophers, which is like chefs who only make food for
other chefs, or doctors who only heal other doctors; and secondly,
because they rely exclusively on the thinking mind to understand
truth, which is like relying exclusively on cookbooks to understand
food, or textbooks to understand the human body. It’s fair to say that
most philosophers, psychologists and cognitive scientists believed and
still believe — either explicitly or implicitly — that abstract reason and
reality are more or less the same thing, that consciousness is thinking
or self reflection, that only thought can grasp the essence of reality,
that the essence of things is literally a form of thought, or that there is
no point of view outside of reason from which reason can be judged.
Even so called sceptics and empiricists, who appear to be focusing on
the so-called sensory world and doubting the power of the mind to
reveal that world, do so through the filter of standard, abstract,
reasoning and isolating perception, which creates the isolated things
they then reason about. If something cannor be conceived, if it is



paradoxical, or silent, or eternal, then it can be, and 1s, dismissed out
of hand.

This is why so many philosophers are baffled by reality. They
take experiences which cannot be completely reduced to thought,
think about them, and then find their thoughts perplexing. One of the
earliest philosophers, for example, Zeno of Elea, who lived around
2,500 years ago, was a very confused man. He reasoned that no object
— an arrow, for example — can ever get anywhere, because there are
an infinite number of halfway stages it must first reach en route. A
century later, Socrates and his disciple Plato became famous for the
vast number of things they were confused about; such as what ‘virtue’
1s, what ‘knowledge’ is and what ‘thing’ thought is ‘of’. Eight hundred
years later, Augustine of Hippo couldn’t work out where the past and
future are, or how time can ever be measured. A thousand years later,
it was René Descartes’ turn to be baffled by the contents of his own
mind. He split experience into mind and matter and was then
mystified by how thought could interact with a non-thinking body; a
problem which has menaced professional minds ever since. A
hundred years later, Hume couldn’t understand what consciousness
was, or morality, or causality, because none of them seem to exist in
the objective world.

And so it goes on. There are thousands of cases of the same
sort; straightforward affairs made puzzling by thought. Just as
management exists in order to solve problems created by
management, and teachers exist in order to educate people made
stupid by the existence of schools, and technology exists in order to
solve problems created by technology, so the source and root of these
fanatically rational activities, abstract thinking, sets about trying to
philosophically solve problems that it has created by thinking. Zeno’s
arrow, like Augustine’s time, 1s not a series of discrete mind-isolated
moments or steps, and Plato’s ‘good’, like Hume’s ‘morality’, is not
an abstract idea. They are all brought into existence, like Descartes’
perplexing subjects and objects, by the thinking self. The hyper-
focusing mind creates mental objects of will, motion, meaning, the

good and so on — it creates knowledge — and then is mystified at how



they can be objects; how, for example, as Ludwig Wittgenstein asked,
I can ‘know your pain’ — as if it were a nasty drink that I could dip a
straw into; or how I can ever remember anything — as if memories
were books on shelves that a little man in my mind has to index and
retrieve; or how I can ever understand anything anyone says — as if I
have to consult a dictionary to ‘look up’ all the words they utter.

The reason that so few philosophers ever criticise this activity,
the conversion of experience into ‘knowledge’, into a kind of substance
which can be produced and consumed, is that zhey are its producers
and we are its consumers. Knowledge as a thing which can be owned,
managed, packaged and consumed, automatically turns it into a scarce
resource,t which, like any other scarce resource, acquires a value which
stigmatises the many, the very many, who cannot get their hands on it.
Any thinker who rejects this state of affairs — the iniquitous
foundation of the gnosocratic* knowledge and ‘education’ industry —
1s ridiculed, rejected or ignored, or, at best, misunderstood by the
academic world.

* Aristotle’s Physics, although the flight of an arrow is an example from a different paradox.
1 Ivan Illich, Deschooling Sociery
i See, The Apocalypedia
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§17.

What abstract philosophers miss in the activity of abstract thought is
that the knowledge they seek to acquire about experience 1S in
experience, which, as their lives and their work demonstrate, they
don’t actually find very interesting. They speculate about experience,
but they don’t really have any, and so when they use the ‘higher
faculty’ of reason to inspect consciousness, for example, or life, they
find they are very confused and that they have nothing to say — like a
man who empties a box to see what is inside it. In order to convince
themselves and others that what they are doing is not an absurd waste
of time, they close the box, and then describe it with extremely
complicated ideas and arguments so that the reader is unable to guess
that the box is actually still empty.

This isn’t to say that valid arguments and proofs are not
prodigiously useful, or that reasoning should be abandoned, or that
faulty reasoning doesn’t often reveal prejudice or obsession, but, for
the most part, formal logic, for all its use (particularly in exposing
deliberate attempts to deceive), is not employed by people who wish
to understand life, but by those who wish to win arguments. It is
perfectly possible to ‘win an argument’ and to ‘devastate an
intellectual opponent’ using faultless logic that is based on empty,
ridiculous or even insane premises and assumptions (very often
sneakily omitted). A philosopher who argues that pederasty helps keep
populations down (Aristotle), or that animals are essentially machines
(Descartes), or that the only reason we don’t cause pain to other
people is because we are scared of revenge (Nietzsche), or that
children are born with the innate ideas of carburettor and bureaucrat
(Chomsky) or that reality needs fiction to conceal its emptiness
(Zizek), is in this respect no different to a boyfriend who argues that
he has fallen out of love with his girlfriend because love is a chemical,
or a madman who argues that Genghis Khan lives in his fridge. When
we say of such people that they have ‘lost their minds’, we mean that
they have lost everything but their minds.-

* G.K. Chesterton, Orthodoxy
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§18.

No idea, no reasoning, nothing that the thinking mind can do, has
meaning without meaning first being present. It is impossible for an
argument to produce any value that isn’t in the premises. If, after a
long train of reasoning, I confidently reach a conclusion that, say, the
president of the United States is always the wisest man in the country,
somewhere in the premises there is an unreasoned assumption about
the nature of wisdom (or its absence) which I may develop by thinking,
but cannot create by thinking.
There are three consequences of this.

1. All reasoning, philosophical or otherwise, must begin with what are
often dismissed as ‘mere’ assumptions and assertions; unreasoned
declarations of truth such as ‘consciousness exists and I am it’, or
‘something is happening’ or ‘pain hurts’. Although it is absurd to
deny such things, there is no way to ever prove them, or argue them
into existence; indeed if they could be proved or disproved they would
cease to have any real, qualitative meaning to anyone but an android
which, like the abstract philosopher, deals entirely in quantities.

11. When difficult philosophies are translated into ordinary language
they come down to simple assertions that anyone can test for
themselves as being true or false (‘childish theories without the charm
of childhood’, as Wittgenstein put it-); because those assertions didn’t
come into being through rational thought. This is why abstract
philosophers are reluctant to make simple assertions, or to give clear
examples, and why reason cannot bring anyone any closer to a change
of heart about their fundamental beliefs. People cannot be reasoned
out of base premises that they did not reason themselves into.
Devastate every fallacious argument in the world, expose every self-
deception, dismantle every misguided or prejudicial worldview and it
would make no difference to the assumptions that unfounded beliefs
are anchored to. Something other than reason (and emotion) is
required.

111. The third consequence of meaning “preceding” reason is that one



of the chief weapons in the abstract philosopher’s armoury, the
Mighty Fallacy, ultimately has no bearing on the truth content of a
statement. Although classic fallacies are guides to incoherence, their
absence does not validate an argument, and their presence does not
invalidate it. Presenting personal information as evidence for example
(the ‘anecdotal fallacy’), or pointing out that a desired quality exists in
the natural world (‘the appeal to nature’) or in traditional culture (the
‘appeal to culture’), or caricaturing a position in order to critique it
(the ‘straw man’), or dismissing someone’s position based on their
hypocrisy (the ‘appeal to hypocrisy’) may be sloppy or illogical, or apt
and carefully reasoned, but in neither case is the truth or falsehood of
the premise affected.

Value, in the sense of philosophical truth, does not come to us
through the activity of abstract philosophy, but through the activity of
hving.t If reasoned argument can never arrive at conclusions that are
not somehow contained in the premises, those premises must
ultimately come from experience. This is the bedrock of any truth
that can be shared, an unspoken agreement that my experience and
yours are ultimately the same. Similarly, although error and lies may
be prevented from advancing by a philosopher criticising the reasoning
of those who went before him, the truth is only advanced when
someone brings new qualities to the undertaking, qualities which he
has already experienced, prior to any quantitative reasoning. This is
why writers and teachers with anything meaningful to say have always
led meaningful lives. They are not, first and foremost, impressive
writers and teachers, but impressive human beings. It’s also why a
philosopher with something meaningful to say usually has more in
common with children and animals than with his colleagues.

* Ludwig Wittgenstein, Remarks on Frazer’s Golden Bough
1 Friedrich Nietzsche, Beyond Good and Evil
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§19.

The literalist philosopher conflates a unified consciousness with
attention; a rational kaleidoscope of self-created parts. He then
concludes that ‘consciousness’, like meaning and quality, doesn’t
really exist. He correctly reasons, for example, that most somatic
activity goes on without aztention (I travel to work without realising or
remembering anything that happened), that we don’t need attention to
learn (which frequently happens without knowing it), to make
judgements (which often precede attention) or to act effortlessly (which
becomes stilted if I do pay attention to what I am doing), that
attention doesn’t seem to have a location (different cultures put it in
different parts of the body) and that the objects of atzention are only
ever a ‘bunch’ of impressions which we are fooled into thinking are
experienced by a consistent, persistent self (when I go looking for the
self, I never seem to find it). There is no enduring attention says the
literalist, again correctly; no unique private self — which pre-civilised
cultures rarely recognise — and so, for the physicalist, there is no
enduring ‘consciousness’, for the two are, to him, the same. For the
dualist, on the other hand, there is an enduring consciousness (which
he calls ‘soul’ or something similar), but it lLzerally exists (i.e. is a kind
of Magical Mind, or Godself).

The idea that consciousness and attention are fundamentally,
qualitatively different is impossible for the literalist to grasp; because he
1s unconscious. He concludes that consciousness literally does or does
not exist, because he cannot stop being a literal self; he cannot
‘soften’, ‘slacken’ or ‘sacrifice’ his self to unself in his actual, as
opposed to his merely professional, life. He cannot experience the
non-literal, so he assumes it is a literal non-thing or a literal thing. It’s
not unlike a compulsive worrier concluding that because he cannot
stop thinking and emoting, ‘peace of mind’ either does not exist, or it
1s a literal thing which he cannot ger. All literalists are given to
worrying in this way.
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§20.

Ultimately, all philosophy has as its subject consciousness, but what
philosophers know of consciousness 1s not a question of what they
think about it, what facts they have acquired about it, or what theories
they have advanced as to its nature; all of this is to ask about their
personal relationship to the objects of consciousness. Consciousness is,
self-evidently, what the philosopher is; thus, to actually discover what
he knows of it, is to ask the most terrifying question for all academic
philosophers; how conscious s this man?

The problems of philosophy arise from the problems that
philosophers have in their actual lives. Philosophies all attempt to
explain what s, but ‘what 1s’ to the academic mind of an insensitive
bore or to an over-emotional egomaniac is very different to the ‘what
18’ of someone who has lived an interesting, meaningful life. Someone
who has had to contend with life or death questions in profound
experiences of uncertainty, or has sacrificed an ordinary life in order
to make something meaningful of their existence, asks very different
questions about life to someone who has grown up in an entirely
mediated modern household, who was raised by ordinary modern
parents in an ordinary modern marriage, who went from being
educated in an institution to earning their living from one, who has
never really had to mortify themselves, or take any real risks, or face
the world as it actually is. Such people are insensitive to the pain of
being unconscious — in fact are rewarded for and pacified by it — and
so take no meaningful steps towards uprooting or investigating it,
which is reflected in the superficial problems they tackle and the
superficial conclusions they reach, if any.

This aspect of philosophical truth is repellent to professional
philosophers, as it is to all those who do not lead meaningful lives,
who are not impressive human beings or who do not wish to be. The
idea that a great artist, a great thinker or a great teacher must be a
great human being is stantly rejected by mediocre human beings,
along with the idea that there can even be such things as ‘greatness’
and ‘mediocrity’. In fact, this rejection makes up much of what
abstract philosophers actually say, which, once you’ve battled your



way through the forest of intellectual thorns they grow around their
tiny plastic castles, turns out in many cases to be little more than
‘quality is an illusion’ or ‘consciousness is an illusion’ or ‘love is an
illusion’ or °‘sanity is an illusion’ and similar crude and boring
defences against nuance, variation and simplicity. In this they are no
different from anyone else, but where ordinary people will use
unsophisticated, perhaps even downright childish, reasoning to
defend their desolate or cosmetic beliefs, or will refuse to reason,
preferring to wave away difficult questions or exterminate those who
raise them, philosophers will hide behind specialist language and
formidably difficult abstract systems.
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§21.

A great thinker does not hammer truth to the wall of the mind with
the nails of a system, because he knows in doing so the truth will die.
Instead, he presents, filtered through his learning, his conscious
experience, either structuring this with an easily understood (and
easily discarded) system, or he ignores maps and models altogether. It
1s life which matters to our greatest philosophers, which is why their
work is ke life; lucid, vivid and elusive. More like a novel. Great
philosophy, taking the principle of nature as its source and subject, is
like something z nature, the growth of ivy perhaps, or the song of a
wren, or the activity of an ant’s nest; messy perhaps, erratic here and
there, but it holds together as one, and it speaks.

Abstract philosophy, by contrast, resembles a power-tool; well
reasoned, internally coherent, but lifeless, humourless and
mechanical. It is conspicuously bereft of interesting examples or
meaningful metaphors from life, or even a sense that life, the living
reality we humans are part of, is anywhere involved, for the simple
reason that abstract philosophers do not really live. If they started
addressing life, putting in examples and metaphors from it, the
chronic poverty of thewr lives would be instantly exposed, and that
won’t do. Better to rumble on and on about matters of no interest or
concern to anyone but dried up philosophical bean-counters.

Academic philosophers spend most of their lives in institutions.
They are institutionalised, and paid to manufacture justifications for an
institutional — which is to say, hyper-specialised and unreal —
existence. This is why they never have anything to say in any other
medium, or even any other field. Nothing creative, certainly, nothing
personal or human that would enable you to experience that from
which such qualities arise, their character or our context (the world
that appears in the work of professional philosophers is completely
unrecognisable to anyone who is on the receiving end of it). It’s also
why you so very rarely get the sense reading philosophy that there is a
real human being behind the words, an individual who lives in the real
world, a friendly companion. It’s the same with the science that so



much philosophy trails after, where use of the word ‘I’ evokes a sense
of shame, masquerading under an almost obsessive need to be
‘objective’.

The individual, the selfless 1, is irrelevant to matters of fact, and
that, we are told, i1s what we are dealing with here. Except it isn’t, is
it? Philosophy is not primarily about matters of fact, but about the
ultimate “cause” and quality of those facts. Philosophy is supposed to
address itself to pressing questions of existence, to the reality and
nature of consciousness, love, art, beauty, god, self, sex, death,
creativity, madness, addiction and freedom, none of which can be
reduced to rational fact and logical argument any more than the taste
of orange juice can be reduced to a description of the effect of water,
sugar and citric acid on the relevant cells of the body.

This 1s why many students who take philosophy degrees have
the distinct feeling that they’ve got on the wrong train. They expect to
be dealing with the towering mysteries of human existence, they
expect to be studying the accounts of the immortals who went before
us, who attempted to scale the same heights, they expect to be guided
on this odyssey by interesting people who have made the same
journey and returned with pristine insights into the path ahead. What
they find instead is a cross between a librarian and an accountant
piling up items of knowledge like coloured beads then handing them
out to confused and bored young people who are expected to
categorise them in, at best, a slghtly different way to those who
preceded them.
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§22.

Abstract philosophers would have you believe that they have arrived at
their opinions through reasoning, and that they disagree with other
philosophers because of the weakness of opposing arguments, but this
1sn’t it at all. It’s because all philosophical positions are founded upon
psychological realities. People don’t first reason their way into their
beliefs; they seek beliefs and attitudes which correspond to their felt
inner reality, their way of living and their life-in-the-world, zhen find
reasons to accept and defend those beliefs and attitudes; which is why
reason cannot change them. First we have to believe, then we believe.-
Nobody ever mentions this in professional debate. The idea that
beliefs and attitudes are not entirely nor even principally located
inside people, that they are almost completely impotent to alter such
beliefs, which are, particularly in the case of professionals, almost
never arrived at through a process of careful, detached study (which is
why they never change, even after a lifetime of study), that they are in
fact very often a function of power relations in society or, if not, an
extremely subtle, ongoing exercise in self-justification; all this is off
the table of ‘serious discussion’.

If you bring someone’s life into a discussion you are accused of
committing an ‘ad homunem fallacy’, invalidating an argument by an
irrelevant focus on personal details; although the ad hominem fallacy is
no more inherently false than any other fallacy. There is nothing
inherently ‘invalid’ about criticising someone’s life, or character, or
the assumptions they bring to a discussion, or their vested interests.
Ad hominem means ‘to the man’; the reason so many people cry ‘ad
homunem!’ so readily 1s because they are unwilling to bring their lives
into the discussion, to be addressed as a man. Not that there isn’t
such a thing as unfair use of personal criticism in discussion, or abuse,
but this can’t be a fallacy, because it’s not an argument; it’s a
distraction from argument. To say, however, that your loveless
worldview 1s based on a loveless upbringing, or that your mediocre
output is a consequence of living for forty years in a professional cage,
or that you believe consciousness and thought are the same thing
because you’re basically a brain in a jar, is to make a perfectly fair



point, albeit one that breaches the rules of impartial rationality that
abstract, academic, professional philosophers cling to. And they do
cling to it. When it is suggested to him that one’s work 1is
indistinguishable from one’s life, the literalist philosopher, like the
scientist and the businessman, is outraged. He complains that such
things are irrelevant. His job doesn’t require his life, his heart, his
individuality; and of course he is quite correct. But what kind of
person would devote his life to an activity which has no use for that
life? Only one kind of person, or rather, only one kind of self; the self-
informed self.

* Georg Lichtenberg, The Waste Books
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§23.

The unconscious self can only instruct or inform itself, which means
it can only think, feel, sense and behave selfishly, or egoically (‘selfish’
and ‘egoic’ mean the same here). There is only one programme that
makes sense to a mechanism which instructs itself, and that is;
continually exist. The self-informed self, or ego, cannot stop
somatically isolating and noetically symbolising, any more than it can
stop viscerally emoting or thelemically wanting. To stop attending,
willing, emoting and thinking is, for the self-informed self, to cease to
exist. Thus, although ego might be confronted by a universe of hostile
forces, it is only unself which represents an existential threat.

The literalist philosopher does not therefore tell us that
consciousness does not exist because his self cannot find it — self,
evidently, cannot find unself. He tells us it does not exist because /e
cannot be it. Although he may reason himself to the limit of the
known, he cannot cross over. To do so does not require a different
kind of knowledge, but a different kind of person, one for whom self is
secondary to something else, something which the self, by itself, has no
need of.

Self can imagine the entire universe successfully operating
without consciousness (as a machine), and it can imagine an entire self
successfully operating without consciousness (as a zombie). There is
no reason to ‘add’ consciousness to the universe or to the self. We can
remove consciousness from both, and both still work; indeed do work
under the wunconscious lens of physicalist science, which can
completely account for reality without adding consciousness, which is
just a burden. And yet. If we knew every single fact about the universe,
if science solved every single literal problem self can conceive of, what
have we gained? The one thing that we evidently Zaven’t gained is that
which is non-literal, non-factual, non-causal, yet real.

If, that i1s, it s real. Given the literal fact that the universe can
run without it, that human beings can exist without it, that it cannot
be literally perceived, conceived, felt or willed, that it is not any thing,
and can have no causal connection with any other thing, you would



have every reason to conclude that it does not and cannot exist — were
it not for the fact that you are conscious. Consciousness adds nothing
to what is necessary, and there is no factual or causal reason to add it.
The only reason you have to add consciousness to the universe is
consciousness.-

* Arthur Eddington, The Nature of the Physical World
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§24.

Self automarically divides reality into a certain thinking, sensing,
willing, feeling subject and uncertain thought-graspable objects. This
1s the unspoken basis of all abstract and literal philosophy, science,
superstition and religion. Clearly such a division between subject and
object does somehow apply to reality. There must be some difference
between me and not me; if there were not, I would, as the solipsist
maintains, be able to literally move rocks with my mind and literally
implant thoughts into other minds. There is and can be, however, no
definitive bridge between subjects and objects (hence constant
confusion in philosophy and science about how they interact), just the
assumption, which the self-informed self is forced to make, that either
the subjective self completely or accurately represents the objective
world, or that the objective world of matter causes our subjective
experience of consciousness. This foundational assumption, that
reality is essentially self-like, is justified on the grounds of fact — the
accuracy and utility of thought, which the factual self can determine
— not on the grounds of mruth — whether reality really is self-like;
which only something beyond self, something which is both real in my
experience and non-factual, can determine.

If, that is, it s real. If there is something else in experience, a non-
factual but real consciousness, then both the unreal subjective
experiences and the real objective facts of self are, to this
consciousness, all objects. Consciousness of nous, when, for example,
I become conscious that I am talking too much or uselessly worrying,
or consciousness of viscera, when I become conscious of an
aggravated tension in my throat or a weird mood in the room, or
consciousness of thelema, when I become conscious of my habitual,
robotic actions or the surprising grace of a cloud of sparrows, or
consciousness of soma, when I become conscious of a tension I was
too stupid to realise I had or of a wider context in which my
perceptions are “embedded”; all such experiences turn the thought,
feeling, sensation and volition — whether subjective or objective —
into objects, there, which 1 am witnessing, here. Such conscious



experience, which situates all apparent subjects and objects in a
super-object experienced “by” a super-subject,- by the thing-in-itself,
is in radical opposition to all egoic (literalist and solipsistic)
conceptual knowledge, in which the thing-in-itself has no place.

* Immanuel Kant, The Critique of Pure Reason
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§25.

There is a means to determine what is real; whether literalist thought
does fully apply to the thing-in-itself, whether the distinction between
subjectivity and objectivity 1s real, whether our notions of causality,
which are meaningless when applied to the “relation” between the
thing-in-itself and our representations of it, still somehow reflect what
1s actually happening. As I am a conscious thing-in-itself, I can simply
observe if or how I “come to be” a literal, manifest self and see
whether there is a causal relationship or not. All I have to do is be
what I am, and what that means will become clear.

Easier said than done, or rather; easier to say than to be. For if
unself does exist, an experience that is radically different to self, a
‘super-subject’ to the apparent subjects and objects of soma, viscera,
thelema and nous, an experience which can overturn the merely
subjective me which I ordinarily take to be myself, which can say for
sure whether there is a causal relation between the thing-in-itself I am
and the self which appears to it; if this extraordinary unself exists, it is
evidently very rare in the ordinary world, for I hear very little of it.

I hear very little of unself, but self hears none of it, because it
can hear none of it. Self only ‘hears’ self; selfish thelema, nous, viscera
and soma. If there is only self in my experience, then these modes
only inform each other, and literally so. Representation is then, for
self, ‘reality’, beyond the limits of which nothing qualitatively different
to representation can ever be experienced (which is why the virtual
world for virtual man seems so normal, because it is not qualitatively
different from his ordinary screen of offline experience).

If an alien being from another dimension appeared and
explained the truth to us, in our own language, of how the universe
came into being, of what representations are of, or of what
consciousness 1is, self would neither be able to perceive nor
understand her. She might appear beautiful, her explanation might
sound strange, she might even become famous for her strange beauty,
but she would appear essentially normal, and her message would
sound essenrially meaningless.
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§26.

There are two kinds of meaning. Firstly, self-meaning. This can be
further categorised into four modes; noetic meaning, founded on
conceprual awareness of what one is thinking, that which fits an
internally consistent system of abstract structures, symbols and ideas;
thelemic meaning, founded on practical awareness of movement, that
which works, or which fits some kind of useful practice or function;
visceral meaning, founded on affective awareness of what one is
feeling, that which manifests as mood, vibe or intuitive quality;
somatic meaning, founded on perceprual awareness of the senses, that
which represents the sensed or perceived world.

The chief problem with the extreme literalist view that meaning
1s completely conceptual, a series of isolated knowledge-signals
travelling down a knowing mind-cable, or the extreme solipsist view
that it is arbitrary puffs of emotion that I am free to interpret any way
I please, is not so much that they are wrong, as that, putting the part
before the whole, they are catastrophically (not to mention tediously)
limited, unable to adapt themselves to a meaningful reality which
answers to, and informs the entire, modally integrated self.

Similarly, experience is ordinarily — and philosophically —
understood piecemeal, as a series of knowable zhings that are learnt,
remembered or possessed, rather than a totality which is lived. Ego
can hardly be said to experience at all, instantly transporting whatever
happens into the modal warehouse of the self, where it is stored,
evaluated and used to get a better job, lord it over newcomers, or gas
on about what it knows or what has happened to it. When people say
‘I have experience’ they nearly always mean that they possess
something which is not experience, but the corpse of it.

There is, however, another kind of meaning, or experience,
which, although it manifests as one or other mode of self, and
although all forms of meaning and experience are, ultimately,
“dependent” on it, is ultimately “independent” of self, and therefore,
ultimately, elusive zo self. This is essential unself-meaning, or
unselfish quality.
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§27.

Quality is the “entry” of unself into self. The various words we have
for quality — beauty, truth, intelligence, wit, courage, confidence,
Innocence, sweetness, sensitivity, goodness, generosity, genius, love,
joy, intensity and so on — express the appearance of unself-meaning
under different circumstances in the self. Quality is felt or recognised
in visceral feeling (it feels ‘good’, ‘right’, ‘lovely’, etc.), but we can,
for example, speak of thelemic quality (which we might call
‘eminence’ or ‘attainment’), or somatic quality (fractal ‘beauty’ or
‘elegance’), or noetic quality (which we tend to call ‘truth’),
experienced through reason and, particularly, metaphor. Remove
non-literal unself from any of these experiences and you are left with
that element of beauty, truth, feeling and excellence (or whatever
words you wish to use) that can be reduced to literal fact. Viscera
without quality is emotion, thelema without quality is automation,
soma without quality 1s stimulation and nous without quality is
rationality. What remains when quality is subtracted from self is
quantity.

Even in the most conceptual of activities — mathematics and
science — there is quality, but it lies “outside” or “beyond” entirely
self-bound concepts. The aesthetic sense that ‘feels out’ which among
an infinite number of hypotheses to apply to a given case, for
example, or the ‘elegance’ of a ‘beautiful’ mathematical proof, or any
other non-literal, qualitative ‘leap over the fence’ that advances
knowledge, 1s beyond the coordinates of the self. The nature of this
quality is, however, systematically misunderstood by literalists and
widely ignored. Although the achievements of selfless literalists are
eventually recognised as genuine advancements, they are resisted at
the time by egoic literalists who, despite vestigial aesthetic sensitivity
to conceptual elegance, always take any given phenomenon to be
reducible to a collection of quantities. The quality of a new discovery
eludes them because they are only capable of measuring, analysing,
testing and reproducing quantity. Experience of a quality that
“precedes” quantity is ignored by the literalist because it is literally



inconceivable.
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§28.

Perception of quality 1s and can only be possible by quality, which is
to say consciously. The whole self must experience beauty to know it
as beauty, or love to know it as love. If consciousness is experienced
through self-informed and self-informing modes — through egoically
1solated touch, for example, or self-absorbed emotion, or a series of
tightly focused ideas — it dries up and crumbles into quantitative bits.
"To be conscious is in letting go of such parts.

Likewise, if quality “precedes” quantity then a completely literal
understanding of non-literal quality must deprive it of quality. A literal
description of love betrays love in the same way that a photograph of a
sunset makes it look trivial and hollow. As the Tao Te Ching has it,-
‘When the world knows beauty as beauty, ugliness arises. When it
knows good as good, evil arises’. Likewise, facts, technical ability,
qualifications and money might be necessary to live well, produce high
quality output, be valuable to society, or be secure and happy, but
they cannot be sufficient. Something else must be required — something
which ego is unable to experience.

If quantity precedes or gives rise to quality, then, in order to
increase quality, all self needs to do is literally understand it, or gain
literal power over it. The more facts (e.g. ‘life hacks’) I acquire about
living, the better able I am to live; the more technical ability I acquire,
the higher quality my output; the more qualifications I have, the more
valuable I am to society; the more money I have, the more secure I
am, or happy. If quantity precedes quality, it is possible to truly know
something or someone without conscious experience of its quality. A
computer which knew everything there is to know about you, for
example, would actually know you.

If, however, quality precedes quantity, it is not just impossible to
know something without qualitative experience, but quality itself s
the experience. If quality precedes quantity it is impossible to
experience something apart from its quality and impossible to
experience the quality of something without considering the thing
itself. They are inseparable.



If I am locked in a prison cell, for example, slowly going mad,
and I forgot every fact about you (including every emotional
memory), but still retained a qualitative feeling for your character, for
the quality of your consciousness, you would feel that I still ‘knew’
you. You would feel ‘known’ by someone who had lost all knowledge of
you. If, on the other hand, I went mad and I somehow remembered

every fact about you (this is called hypermnesia), but entirely forgot
your quality, you would feel that I no longer knew you. This would
feel nightmarish, appalling; which is how it does feel to be with a
literalist. This i1s why we find stories in which our loved ones have
become qualitatively alien to us (‘it looks like him, it sounds like him,
but it’s nor him!’), or dreams in which they wave or smile, knowing but
unrecognising, so awful.

* Lao Tzu, The Tao 1¢ Ching (tr. Ellen Chen)
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§29.

The quality of unself is an nmrinsic experience — it “partakes” of
either the thing-in-itself “within” myself or that “within” other things
and selves, “before” it is represented by the literal, extrinsic self. Self,
therefore, is unable to quantitatively access unselfish quality, because
it has no inward access to anything, including itself. If quality is
ultimately unselfish, then it is not ultimately something about which
self can have direct knowledge, because quality cannot exist in the
represented world of self as unself, as an isolated ‘reason’ or ‘fact’.
This 1s why quality, to the extent that it is unselfish, somehow gives a
subtle (to self) yet powerful (to unself) experience of non-causality
(eternity) and non-facticity (paradox). The usual words for such
experience are ‘enigmatic’, ‘mysterious’, ‘timeless’ etc. The instant I
attempt to inspect this elusive experience with self, it vanishes like
depth disappears through a telephoto lens; which is why self, in order
to dispose of unself, only needs to inspect 1it. Although beauty, truth, joy,
comedy and so on “arise from” the thing-in-itself, they are only
knowable as representation, which lzerally betrays them. This is why
literal descriptions of unself sound /zke a betrayal; cliched, fascist or
pretentious; low-quality.

To say that quality can be described entirely in quantitative
terms is to say it does not actually exist. To say, as scientists do, that
we have most to learn from speculation about quantity, rather than
the actual experience of quality, is like saying that analysis of the notes
that Beethoven wrote on his scores has more to teach us than the
actual experience of the music itself (well performed) does. Only
someone who was deaf could seriously say such a thing; not deaf to
sound, but deaf to quality, which is to say deaf to the unselfish
consciousness and context from which quality “arises”.

Those who are blind and deaf to quality cannot experience
consciousness and context, or the quality that “inheres” in their
manifestations, unless they have either been intellectually defined or
emotionally identified with. We call those who filter quality through
the intellect, szffs and spods, and those who filter it through the



emotions, Ahysterics and pseuds, and the whole lot frauds and gorts.
Those with less developed selves (children, primitives), or with selves
which have been temporarily softened (lovers and the loving) or
mortified (artists and mystics), are most able to unselfishly experience
intrinsic reality and therefore quality. This is why they are most
distressed at seeing it ignored, ridiculed or destroyed by fakes. When
the latter then ask what the problem is, the selfless can often do little
more than offer an inarticulate cry. They know what quality is, but
they cannot literally say what it is.
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§30.

The literal needs of self can be literally answered by self, by thelemic
activity, somatic objects, visceral feelings and noetic ideas. We
normally call the effect of self-graspable quality-minus-consciousness
on the body stimulation and we normally call the meeting of self-
graspable needs satisfaction, both of which, being isolable and
graspable, self can ger and lose.

This 1s why the self-controlled self is obsessed with getting — more
points, possessions, facts, attention, security, power, perfection, fun,
sex and excitement — and terrified of losing — loss, death,
disappointment, shame, sickness, boredom, insecurity, poverty,
imperfection and loneliness. It’s also why, despite lip-service to the
contrary, self is unable comprehend quality that can neither be got
nor lost, nor miss its absence.

Self, by itself, cannot tell the difference between the unselfish
experience of quality and the selfish experience of satisfaction,
because all self can get s satisfaction. Just as self, by itself, can only
give itself as an answer to the question “Who am I?’ so it can only give
itself as an answer to “What is quality?’ This is why:

1. The immense, immeasurable difference between two formally
similar experiences, one with quality and one without, are
experienced as more or less the same to ego. A smile of loving
kindness and one of automatic approval, a Van Gogh original and a
digital simulation, an original recording of a great song, and a second-
rate cover-version — or even the same song played by the same artist
after his inspiration has shuffed out — are all on different planets, in
different realities, but not to ego. In fact because low-quality work
relies on signposts, it will be preferred by ego. This is why masterpieces
are often ignored when they appear and only when the artist starts
producing derivative work — cliched versions of the original
inspiration — does it become more palatable to ego, and he achieves
some success.

1. Talking to people with limited consciousness, trapped in a small



circle of quality, is like talking to someone in a dream who has never
woken up. With no standard by which to understand what you mean
by ‘awake’, your words — or rather your tone, your implication, your
sense — are essentially meaningless to ego, which is why we feel such a
tragic sense of loneliness in the company of those who don’t get the
joke, or who can’t feel the rhythm, or don’t know what to do with
silence. They might say they can see the sunset, or that they don’t like
their jobs, but their ‘seeing’ and ‘don’t like’ exist in different
dimensions. It’s also why it is so pathetic to see someone try to make
another being happier than their being; the doted bully, the pandered
addict and the pampered animal.

iii. The ambitions and expectations that ego has for its life are, from
any conscious perspective, shallow and trivial, amounting to little
more than comfortable survival, punctuated with excitement. But this
1S not a choice for ego, it is an expression of its entire reality. A
qualitatively different way of living is not just unimaginable, it is
unfeelable, undoable and unperceivable. Heroes and heroines living
such a life therefore appear to egoic man to be quite ordinary, or even
boring, or they appear as unreachable ideals, or as gods, or, more
often than not, they appear to be flat-out insane.

1v. In matters of quality — right and wrong, good and bad, beautiful
and ugly — ego is completely immune to argument. It’s not a question
of not understanding another, but of not being another. You can offer a
watertight argument to another ego to show that its tightfistedness or
pride, or its support for democracy, or its love of hip-hop, or its taste
in clothing, or in men, is sick, selfish or insane, and not only #not
change its mind but, in presenting an essentially threatening
alternative, entrench it further. This isn’t to say that argument is
always useless, particularly in matters in which quantitative facts and
evidence are relevant, but something else, other than literal words is
required to introduce quality into the affair.

v. Egoic people fear change, risk, uncertainty, surrender and death.
They fear these things because they have no experience of the
freedom that is bought with them, and so they willingly, even casually,



give freedom up, in exchange for the warmth of risk-free conformity,
the fleeting relief of changeless security and the reassuring offer of the
deathless known.

vi. Ego reduces all expressions of quality to forms of satisfaction. As
far as ego is concerned, a genius paints a glorious landscape solely or
ultimately in order to satisfy a need for power (or, via power, for a
mate), a mother sacrifices her life for her child to satisfy a genetic
need to propagate the species, an activist risks jail to protect the
felling of an old growth forest to make herself feel important, spiritual
teachings are conceived to promote cohesion of the group, and so on
and so forth. Similarly, physicalism accounts for all actions within the
natural world as mechanical responses; birds sing at dawn to mark
their territory, kittens play in order to learn to hunt, dogs are loyal to
their owners because of socialisation instincts, and so on and so forth.
It is unthinkable that animals could do anything for the happy hell of
it, that magpies could swoop through the sky for joy, that cats could
tease dogs or that ants could secretly organise gay discos when we’re
not looking.

vii. All of ego’s own attempts at experiencing or creating quality can
be reduced to forms of satisfaction; egoic artists solely or ultimately do
paint for fame or money, egoic mothers do blindly sacrifice themselves
(or, more usually, give themselves over to relentlessly egoic care),
egoic activists do primarily act in order to feel thrillingly moral, and
egoic spiritual teachers do form cults to exalt their transcendent
genitals. The egoist then can — and does — point to such
transparently selfish behaviour as ‘evidence’ that it zs [always] selfish.

viii. The quality of beauty for self means, for the most part, that
which benefits self. Thus, typically, a male self will find a young
woman with shiny hair, clear skin and balanced features and curves
‘Deautiful’. And that’s as it should be. No matter how angry feminists
get, they will never change this fact. But. Entirely selfish man will only
find that which benefits him beautiful. He will be unable to discern
that within all women generally, and within conscious and present
women specifically, which i1s of zero benefit — if anything is actually



harmful — to his self. Let’s call it a ‘mysterious abyss’ (although like
all essential quality it humiliates description) which consciousness
looks into and sees its own bottomless depth reflected back, an
experience which it also calls ‘beautiful’, but which is no more
‘subjective’ than life itself, or death.

ix. Similarly, unconscious selves find it difficult to see the beauty in a
thunderstorm, or in a deadly snake, or in a rotting skull, or in the
death of a loved one, or in a break-in, or in a shitty flat in southwest
London at six-thirty on a November morning when you have to travel
two hours through the poisonous rain in order to do eight hours of
alienating unwork with a group of people you detest. Unless the self is
exhausted, looking forward to death, or dressing itself up in an edgy,
outsider’s costume, it finds such threats to itself terrible to look upon
and impossible to see the beauty or meaning in.

x. Those activities in which quality plays a subordinating role to
satisfaction proliferate in a world composed of egos. These activities
range from largely noetic activities, which we call science, to largely
somatic activities, which we call craft. Examples of the former
include mathematics, physics, biology, history and psychology.
Examples of the latter include joinery, cookery, couture, architecture,
dentistry, sport, photography and journalism. Essentially, these are all
forms of self-oriented technical work (or quantity work). They have
quality, at least potentially, but the primary point of them is literal
expression of a conceptual meaning or manageable manifestation of
some kind of practical, self-satisfying, quantity.

Conversely, those activities in which satisfaction plays a
subordinating role to quality are those in which, while impossible
without some kind of craft, are not primarily concerned with satisfying
self; rather with mortifying, confusing, softening, widening or
overcoming it. These activities range from the context-meeting
activity we call (here) the humanities to the consciousness-
emphasising activity we call art. Examples of the former include
conversation, spending time with old people, playing with children,
taking care of nature, along with the study of man and nature in



subjects like sociology and philosophy. Examples of the latter include
painting, sculpture, myth, music, theatre (particularly impro), magic,
love-making, self-mastery and being very silly. Essentially these are all
forms of unself-oriented character work (or quality work). They
may be logically structured and amenable to conceptual analysis, but
the primal point of them is, (through the literal self) to non-literally
express unself. This is why they are automatically rejected, debased or
destroyed in an egoic world.

xi. Ego might be strong, but it is brittle; it might be beautiful, but it is
shallow; it might be intelligent, but within rigid limits. The isolating
mind of the sleeping ego is like a blazing torch in the forest, over-
illuminating a minute area of the dark, sharply dividing the user from
everything else, which thereby seems both darker than the light and
more uncannily different. To counter the threat of this obscure
otherness, I turn up the torch, brighter and brighter, expanding my
view further and further, but the light is so bright it now Kkills what it
is directed at, petrifying the trees, shrivelling up the plants. I can see
more and more, but fear of the darkness doesn’t decrease — in being
suppressed, quite the opposite — so I turn up the beam higher and
higher, looking for life in more and more distant realms, wiping out
more and more life with the killing exposure, until, finally, I am left in
a super-bright desert, blindingly overlit in every direction, and dead.

All along, all I had to do was switch the torch off and grow
accustomed to the darkness.
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§31.

All the egoist has is the light of technique (until he abandons it to
achieve obscure solipsistic aims). Without unself, there is no other
way to bridge the gap between an apparent subject imprisoned here,
in the self, and apparent objects floating around out there, in the
world. Technique is not an option for the self, but the only way it can
experience, influence and communicate with the world. This is why
the literalist exalts technique, or method. As Albert Camus said,-
when one has no character — which is to say no conscious quality —
one has to apply method; strategies, practices and commandments,
handed down by psychological or spiritual authorities, for dealing
with one’s inner, ‘subjective’ reality; guidelines, norms and roles,
handed down by moral and institutional authorities (including the
institution of the family), for dealing with one’s social reality, and
procedures, techniques and knowledge, handed down by scientific
and political authorities, for dealing with ‘objective’ reality.

Method is defended on utilitarian or pragmatic grounds. This is
the principal argument for objectivist physicalism; that it is successful.
In the past, the physicalist tells us, we tried to explain the universe by
appealing to non-physical phenomena and our attempts failed. Now
that we know better, and appeal to measurable material entities, our
explanations succeed or lead to success. We can therefore be
confident that non-physical explanations will always fail, and that
physical explanations will always succeed, and the reason for this can
only be that everything is physical. The principal flaw in this
reasoning i1s the word ‘success’. Operations on physical matter, under
the assumptions of physicalism, do indeed ‘succeed’. But
understanding or experiencing what physical matter actually s (which
science never even attempts) cannot be a question of ‘success’.
Physicalism is correct in the same way an axe is correct. It does the
job, but the tree remains a mystery.

In fact, ‘pre-scientific’ approaches to reality did work
astonishingly well. Stonehenge, for example, the Pacific voyages of
South Sea Islanders and the botanical knowledge of rainforest tribes



were all examples of extraordinarily successful literalist knowledge
systems founded on non-physicalist world-views.t It is possible to use
axes and see trees as transdimensional cracks in spacetime, or as
strange gods, or as selfless individuals, with their own individual
character.

Literalist science cannot say what the tree is, or prove that it is,
only measure it and predict how it is lzkely to behave, an exercise that
is justified in terms of internal coherence (the measurements and
theories ‘fit’ with other measurements and theories) and unliry (with
these measurements and theories we can operate more efficiently).
This 1s why the physicalist response to genuinely non-literalist
accounts or attitudes terminates with objections that they cannot be
literally measured or that they have not shown themselves to be
‘successful’. We call this approach to reality objective pragmatism,
instrumentalism, utilitarianism, functionalism, or, if it relates to the
human psyche, behaviourism; the idea that truth is measurable utiliry
(or, in modified ‘eudaimonic’ form, duty, or well-being, or what-have-
you). A scientific theory, for example, is only ‘true’ to the extent that
it works, if it has been successfully tested against ‘reality’. What that
reality s has no place within operational accounts because it can have
no place. Who cares what it s, as long as it works, right? This is partly
why the unconscious scientist — high priest of the cult of the useful —
claims that ‘artificial’ intelligence is possible, because he sees no
difference between what life s and how it functions. If it looks and acts
like a human, it must be a human; if it looks and acts like a brain, it
must be a brain; if it looks and acts like a neurone, it must be a
neurone. This can only be maintained by unconsciously focusing on
the isolated bizs of the human, brain and neurone, which screens out
the quality of the whole — the beauty, in form and action, of the

human, brain and neurone — and enables the instrumentalist to
conclude that a human and an android are, in principle, the same
thing.

What pragmatic, behaviourist criticisms of non-literalist
accounts miss is that anyone who is conscious enthusiastically agrees
with them. Non-literal experience cannot be measured and it is, by



any measurable standard, completely unsuccessful. It adds nothing of
predictive value, nothing of measurable value and there is no way the

self can gain from it. It 1s the loser’s philosophy par excellence — only
those with nothing really need it, or can really understand it.

* Albert Camus, The Fall
1 Paul Feyerabend, Against Method
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§32.

If unself cannot be literally known by self, how can it be expressed?
The answer, naturally enough, is non-literally. There are six forms of
non-literal expression, or understanding:

1. Reasoning to the limits of the knowable. Thinkers such as
Hume, Kant, Schopenhauer, Wittgenstein, Feyerabend and many
others, both within rationalist frameworks and outside of them, have
shown reason, literalist assumptions, objective thought and physicalist
science to be inherently, or ultimately, contradictory, paradoxical or
limited, taking us to the limit of mind-knowable experience, and
implicitly gesturing us towards the ineffable.

i1. Gesturing beyond the knowable. The precursor and folk
complement to reasoning to the limits of the known, captured in the
ancient Hindu expression neti-neti — part of the tradition in Eastern
thought of reaching the ineffable nature of consciousness, or I, by
disposing of what it cannot be — and in the mystic Christian tradition
of apopharic theology — an endeavour to express the unknowable by
showing that the known cannot be it.

i1i. Direct expression of quality. Through love, innocent sensitivity,
self-sacrifice and presence before nature, unself is revealed. High-
quality experiences which can ‘reduce’ self or take us out of ourselves
include spending time with uncorrupted children just being children,
experiencing the moment-to-moment grace of great art, witnessing
magnificent acts of sacrifice or surprising comic spontaneity, making
love with someone you love or living in the wild.

iv. Call to action. Techniques and actions which crack, soften or
silence the self, opening it up to unself or unselfish quality. Such
techniques can include meditation, being and impro, although most
of these have been corrupted by self. A slap on the head and a ‘pay
attention!’ can serve a similar function, as can a subtle gesture of
shush, or a reckless hug, as can injunctions to pay attention to one’s
conscience, as can a suggestion that you put down this book now and
fully, bodily, absorb the unique character of the moment you are in.



v. Direct unself. Simultaneously the most common, the rarest, the
subtlest and the most powerful expression of unself (although properly
speaking it is not “expression” at all). It is common in that unself —
consciousness and context — is ultimately everywhere and in all
things; it is rare in that the most conscious thing in the universe — a
genuinely unegoic human being — is extremely hard to come by; it is
subtle in that self cannot perceive unself, only its qualitative ‘after-
effects’, and it is powerful in that nothing can compare to the
experience of being with someone who is completely present.

vi. Metaphor. Just as we cannot validate reason without stepping
outside of reason, or further knowledge without ‘leaping over the
fence’ of knowledge, so we cannot conceptually express and
understand consciousness without using symbols and expressions that
are meaningless without understanding consciousness. Such symbols
and expressions are those which indicate a non-literal approach to
reality.
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§33.

The word metaphor is itself a metaphor. It once literally meant to
‘carry across’. Now we use it to indicate the carrying across of non-
literal meaning from one idea onto another; ‘gratitude eats anxiety’,
for example, non-literally carries the idea of ‘something that eats’
across to ‘feeling thankful’ and the idea of ‘food’ across to ‘inner
tension’. We can loosely describe any figure of speech or form of
expression which carries meaning across from one domain to another
as ‘metaphorical’; such as allegory, myth, story, irony, hyperbole,
vagueness, enigma, absurdity and paradox. In each of these
modes of communication, a complex series of symbols carries across
unthinkable, conscious qualities and elusive, contextual experiences
into thinkable language, through the juxtaposition of quantitatively,
factually false — yet qualitatively, fictitiously truthful — ideas.
There are three kinds of metaphor.

1. Metaphors of self literally carry meaning from one mode of self to
another in order to express a literal meaning. For example: ‘Learning
a foreign language is like climbing a mountain’, in which the central
point is that both require large quantities of measurable effort. Or:
‘God created the world in six days’, which, for a few people, indicates
a literal person literally making a literal world in six literal days. Both
of these are ‘physicalist metaphors’, which refer directly, and (at least
in principle) accurately, to objects. ‘Solipsistic metaphors’, which refer
entirely to the subject, are unreal, fanciful and arbitrary. They appear
to be quite different to physicalist metaphors, but are also completely
self-bound. We call these les (‘Black people are devils’) or illusions
(‘The moon wants to eat me’).

Metaphors of self only communicate quantitative ideas and
personal experiences. Separate domains remain separate, untouched
by unitary qualities. In carrying across the literal and the measurable,
the ponderous myth of the Hollywood blockbuster, the excitable
hyperbole of the scientist, the modern art gallery brochure and the
schizophrenic hallucination do not actually tell us anything new but,
at best, a more useful way to measure the known. As such they are



pseudo-metaphors and we can ignore them here.

11. Metaphors of quality non-literally carry meaning from one mode
of self to another in order to express a common quality. For example:
‘Golf 1s tiddlywinks for grown-ups’ in which two games that involve
directing a tiny object towards an equally tiny goal are compared, but
where the latter confers a non-literal quality — of triviality,
childishness or artificiality — onto the former. Or: ‘Juliet is the sun’,
in which a thirteen year-old girl is compared to a huge gaseous sphere
consisting of the thermonuclear fusion reactions of hydrogen and
helium, in order to express (through omission) the luminous quality of
both. Poetic and narrative meaning is almost entirely communicated
through metaphors of quality. A great myth, story or poem is made up
of many metaphorical expressions, metaphorical characters and
metaphorical events, each reflecting a few common, overarching
thematic qualities.

For objectivists, metaphors of quality are either meaningless, or
an entertaining way of saying something which can be more
accurately expressed literally. ‘My love is like a rose’, for example,
introduces all kinds of irrelevant facts which you have to screen out;
such as thorniness, evanescence and requiring lots of manure. It
would be far more accurate to say ‘my love is a physical need to
procreate, combined with a conceptual appreciation of our similarities
and an affective dependency on your attention, all of which I
experience as a positive feeling of attraction to you’. This is partly why
literalists today take science to be more meaningful and instructive
than art. More extreme literalists (hyper-physicalists) even deny that
metaphors say anything at all, while the most extreme literalists
(solipsists) are unable to express anything buz (associative) metaphors;
but their metaphors are empty, merely surreal, and have nothing to do
with reality.

iii. Metaphors of unself non-literally carry meaning from unself. For
example: ‘Worldly people are luminous; the sage is dark’,~ in which
wisdom is compared with a paradoxical absence of clarity. Or: ‘Lift a

stone and find me there’,® in which consciousness is compared to a



paradoxical absence of substance or existence. In both cases, the mind
is confounded by comparing that which can be imagined with that
which cannot. Metaphors of unself take dualistic form — we can say
that unself, or consciousness and context, is that which “experiences”
self, that which “encompasses” self, that which “precedes” self, that
which “unifies” self — but these dualistic “relations” between self and
unself do not actually exist. Quality doesn’t actually hover above
phenomena like a cloud, nor does it “penetrate” self or “meet” it.

Metaphors of unself are the only way to conceptually express or
experience the inexpressible. Mind can take the mind to its limits, but
only metaphor can speak from the other side, which means that I
must also somehow exist ‘on the other side’ in order to speak or hear
them. For literalists, this is impossible, for there is no ‘known’ within
experience that i1s /tke conscious experience of knowledge. This
doesn’t just mean that, for the literalist, unself is inexpressible
metaphorically, it also means that quality cannot be comprehended
through it. When I say ‘He has a face like a rusty bicycle’ the evoked
quality of the comparison is discarded in favour of the mere facts,
which seem arbitrarily surreal or merely entertaining. This inability to
sense out enigmatic quality — of what cannot be said, or predicted — is
why literalists are uncomfortable with meaningful metaphors, have
difficulty grasping them, will move to control or ban them wherever
possible and why those metaphors they do use are ploddingly obvious
or, in the case of the solipsist, flat-out bizarre.

* Lao Tzu, The Tao 1e Ching (tr. Ellen Chen)
T The Gospel of Thomas
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§34.

Language exists on a spectrum between the literal and the
metaphorical. Literal language comprises proper names and
comprehensible relations between them. In the phrase ‘Aldous
Huxley sat in Westminster Cathedral’ there is practically a one-to-one
correspondence between the words and what happened, assuming it
did happen. Metaphorical language comprises common names and
metaphorical relations between them. In the sentence ‘Some men
don’t understand broken hearts’ none of the words refer to anything
actually existing in the world. Hearts cannot ‘break’ and there is,
actually, no such a thing as ‘men’ in general, only a large number of
specific men with something in common that we denote with the
word ‘men’. The word ‘understand’ exists in a halfway state. It has a
semi-literal component, indicating something like ‘intellectually grasp’
(from experience) while also suggesting participatory empathy. It also
once had a literal meaning — ‘stand under’ — like an enormous
number of other words (‘repent’ was once to change direction, ‘right’
was to move in a straight line, ‘opportunity’ was a passage, ‘strange’
was to come from somewhere else, and so on). Through a blend of
literality and metaphor we reach the whole, and, finally, ineffable,
qualitative sense of meaning which we share in speech.
Literal-metaphorical poles of meaning don’t just apply to
sentence-expression, but to words and isolated signs. The word
‘stone’, for example, indicates a series of literal facts which all stones
have in common (of being small, hard, solid and mineral) while also
standing for and — largely through a blend of tone, intonation and
phrasing — evoking various non-literal qualities of stoniness (the
various memories I have related to stones and the cultural attributes
connected to the word, all of which come to me as a vague stone-
feeling). We normally call the former, literal element the ‘concrete’
meaning, and the latter non-literal element, the ‘abstract’” meaning,
but we have it the wrong way round. The literal stone-word is not of
an actual stone — it only gains its meaning from referring to what all
stones have in common — whereas the evoked sound-feeling sense of



stoniness s (or at least can be) that which it is of, just as music is (in
that I don’t need to ask what a melody is ‘about’). LLanguage, in truth,
evolved from such direct transmission of quality or meaning in music;
intonation and musical phrasing preceded speech in humans, just as it
does in young children, who musically wibble away before their
speech has literal content.

Music 1s, ultimately, neither graspably literal nor metaphorically
evocative; it is the very quality of the represented thing, a quality
which speaks directly to the selfless, such as young children and
primal people, who do not learn ‘words’ and then apply them to
literal ‘things’ which then became metaphors, but directly express the
quality of things as a concatenation of sounds, tones, gestures and
literal meanings. Primal man, like our primal children, did not
perceive a thing and then conceive a word, he experienced the thing-
in-itself of which both perception and conception are representations.

Over time, as quality recedes from experience, non-literal
metaphors are estranged from experience, solipsistically cut off from
the character of things, and come to seem unreal, or less real than
literal meanings. Once, the full spectrum of meaning — both literal
and non-literal — inhered in stone-speech which, like the somatic
representation of the stone, ‘participated’ in the stone-in-itself. The
music of both was directly accessible through literal-non-literal
language. Now, however, we believe there are two kinds of stone, the
literal stone, which is what scientists deal with. That’s the correct
meaning, which you must be an expert to understand, or consult a
reliable reference work to ‘get right’. Then there’s the non-literal
stone, the artistic stone, the qualitative sense of the actual stone,
before my eyes, which manifests as speech about it that anyone can
use and understand; no training required, but no real meaning either.
Just a kind of dream.

For ego, reality is representation, and so language which does
not convey the causal facts of representation must be meaningless.
For unself, reality is experienced as representation “of” the thing-in-
itself — which means that language, including sound and gesture, can
present to us what s as directly as our senses can. When



representation became divorced from consciousness, language became
split into the literal and the metaphorical; the former boring but
‘true’, the latter entertaining but ‘false’. ‘Emotion’, we now believe,
refers to a literal non-physical thing. ‘Stone’ refers to a literal physical
thing. That emotion, or responsibility, or culture, has a physicality to
it, or that stone, or peanut, or nematode, a metaphorical quality
cannot be literally accepted.
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The idea we have today is that language was once literal; ‘Ugg need
fire. Bring fire to Ugg’. The word ‘emotion’, for example, meant
literally ‘moving out’. Then language acquired non-literal ‘inner’
meanings. Literal ‘moving out’ came to be applied to inward
movement and, finally, the literal meaning was lost, leaving just
subjective experience. Metaphor has therefore become for us a
fanciful halfway house between two kinds of direct, sensible,
correctnesses; the original simple language of Ugg’s crude literalism
and the sophisticated modern language of scientifically refined
literalism. According to this weird image of the evolution of language,
it was impossible to think or speak of feeling, or doubt, or spirit, or
conceit in our distant past before metaphor appeared, because we
could only speak of literal objects; and it 1s now impossible to speak of
vague qualities and feelings without those same qualities being either
objective — and therefore not really qualities — or subjective — and
therefore not really things.

Splitting quality into either subjective fancy or objective fact is
not a philosophical trend confined to specialist discourse, but a
universal social movement towards the annihilation of quality, in
which morality, truth, goodness, love and so on become subjective,
non-literal, chimerical (‘who are you to say what’s good and bad!?’);
that, or the consequence of chemicals, genes and diseases, literal stuff
that can be owned, traded and stolen (‘Actually, we now know that
morality is just an expression of mammalian bonding instincts’).
Quality in such a world might help us to get along and be respectful
of each other, or it might have some kind of entertainment value, but
either it’s not real and is irrelevant to the nitty-gritty business of life, or
its reality comes down to literal, utilitarian and ultimately selfish well-
being, or satisfaction.

In reality, consciousness experiences both thing and meaning, (or
quantity and quality) as one, and has always done so. As Owen
Barfield explained,- when conscious primal man said ‘wind’ he also
meant ‘spirit’, when he said ‘breathe in’ he also meant ‘inspiration’.



Likewise, when the self-soft, sensitive or ‘artistic’ modern man says
‘bound’ he evokes a network of boundy qualities which can be
‘metaphorically’ applied all over the shop. In other words the concepts
‘spirit’, ‘breathe in’ and ‘bound’ are representations of qualities, of
which the percepts spirit, breath in and bound are also representations.
The word ‘understand’ seems to come from ‘standing under’, so we
assume that ‘standing under’ was once the literal word, created by a
literalist mind, whereas, in truth, the word ‘understand’ was just one
represented example of standing under, just as literally standing under
something was. Words represent meaning in the same way things represent
meaning.

What came first, the chicken or the egg? There are three
answers. One, the scientific, literalist answer, which applies to the
represented world, is that the egg came first. The egg was present
long before chickens; reptiles, insects and fish, which developed into
chickens, all lay them. The second answer, the solipsist answer, is that
there is no answer; you can choose whichever one you please. The
truth, however, that of the chicken and egg-in-themselves, is that
there zs no first; both chicken and egg, like matter and mind, “came”
from unself.

The fundamental “origin™ of both the literal and non-literal in a
single, enigmatic source, is why Plato, Schopenhauer and Carl Jung
were interested in what they called ‘ideas’ and ‘archetypes’. These are
not magical items hanging behind reality, like rubber stamps from
which the objects of the world are printed off. They are, rather, the
thing-in-itself which the form in front of me, and the name of it, and
the quality of it, and the measurement of it, are all “manifestations.”
So it is with ‘uncle’, or ‘man’, or ‘trickster’; “behind” these roles is a
quality of uncle-in-itself, and man-in-itself, and trickster-in-itself
which shines through, and which great artists endeavour to illuminate
by expressing intense uncleness, the essence of man or the
unmistakable p’tang of tricksterism.

* Owen Barfield, The Rediscovery of Meaning
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Objective literalism understands the referents of words as literal
things, the operation of the mind as a literal thing, will, consciousness
and sensation as literal things, understanding as grasping a literal
thing, and activity as following a series of literal laws. The literalist
philosopher then asks how we can know other minds exist, or how we
can will what we will, or how complex knowledge can come to us in a
flash, or how we can know that other people are conscious. It’s not
unlike someone deciding that all liquids are ‘really’ a collection of
‘dry’ atoms and then wondering how people can ever get wet. As soon
as you conceive of intention, feeling or meaning as a thing, it becomes
completely baffling what that thing is and how it can influence
another thing.

In reality, consciousness, will, sensation and experience are not
literal things, existing in space and changing through time. They exist,
but they are irreducible to thought and to language; indeed thought
and language themselves are not a separate series of things literally
referring to other things. They are activitiess which, like all activities,
we learn from activity, or practice, within a complex context which
gives language, thought and knowledge meaning. I don’t have to
consult an inner dictionary to understand you, or grasp the ideas your
words convey as I would grasp a slab or a pineapple. I recognise them
as part of my experience. Likewise, I do not remember something by
looking for a memory-thing in the mind — for how would I recognise
it unless I had a second memory to consult, and a third to consult for
that, and so on? Rather, the will to remember (thelema) and the
memory itself (nous) are a single activity, like the flight of Zeno’s
arrow, which I get better or worse at through practice or lack of.

This 1sn’t to say that there 1is nothing literal about
communication, memory or anything else. Reality is both literal and
non-literal, but the former is subordinate to the latter, just as quantity
1s subordinate to quality, desire to love, society to solitude, and self to
unself; or at least it is for anyone who 1s conscious.

* Ludwig Wittgenstein, Philosophical Investigations
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The physicalist is separated from reality by inhabiting an entirely
literal, shared world, while the solipsist is cut off by inhabiting an
entirely non-literal, private world. Both are egoic — the former
because it is entirely literal, the latter because it is entirely private —
and both are threatened by the non-literal. The physicalist
automatically defends himself against the non-literal half of reality by
thinking and perceiving literally. All allusive, allegorical, ironic and
vague incursions into his reality strike him as insufficiently serious,
technically incorrect or absurdly overblown. The solipsist defends
herself against the shared, objective half of reality by thinking and
perceiving privately. All straightforward, reasonable, factual
experience and expression appear to her as far too serious, boring or
controlling. Although these two positions tend to be entrenched,
egoism can shift between physicalism and solipsism, sometimes over
the span of a few minutes, one moment baffled by allusion and irony,
or blind to tone and vibe, the next refusing to see meaning in a
simple, direct, statement of objective fact.

The physicalist takes non-literal metaphor as meaningless (or
unfunny) and the solipsist takes literal expression as without quality.
The former is unable to distinguish truthful enigma from solipsistic
word-salad, navel-gazing and pretentious twaddle, and tends to avoid
metaphor, which he feels uncomfortable with and routinely
misunderstands. The latter is unable to distinguish clear, direct,
tradition-shaped expressions embedded in the shared reality of
representation, from the loveless production of automata, and tends
to avoid literal speech, which she fears, preferring to spin arbitrary
and meaningless metaphors entirely out of her own half-brain.

The egoic physicalist is forced to cross the threshold between
self and unself, or between my self and yours, with technique and
with literalist pseudo-metaphors of self, while the egoic solipsist
doesn’t cross it at all, as there is nowhere to cross over to, just a self-
serving, self-referential matrix of arbitrary metaphors which appears
to be reality. The physicalist refuses to employ metaphors, or drains



them of quality and consciousness, while the solipsist refuses to
employ meaningful metaphors that express reality, generating an
endless sequence of empty symbols to express her confinement. In
both cases the other is locked out, which is why it is such an
unbearably unpleasant experience communicating with physicalist
egos who can only take metaphor literally or solipsist egos who can
only take literality metaphorically.
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Metaphors express that which cannot be literally grasped; non-
factual, non-causal experience. The threat of such experience is
automatically brought under control by the literalist ego in the act of
representing unself and isolating this representation from
consciousness and context. This creates empty representations, also
known [here] as tokens, and fossilised metaphors, also known as
cliches.

An empty token is a letter, word, icon, image, or any other such
symbolic representation, which is completely separated from quality.
It does not show quality, by letting it speak for itself, but zells us that
something i1s good, by substituting actual quality for a symbolic stand-
in. In a quality anecdote, for example, I show you what happened by
simply relating events, decorated with emphasis, and leave you to feel
the absurdity, beauty or the horror inherent in them; while in a token
anecdote I substitute absent quality with some variant of ‘it was really,
really good’. Such signposts replace quality with self-stimulating
routines and effects, such as an excess of swearwords, emphasis words
(really, incredibly, amazingly), over-emphatic gestures (hand-waving,
high-pitched tone, gurning), titillating references to food, flesh and
gore, special effects, rapid flash-cutting, convention-flouting,
excessive volume, excess salt, sugar and fat, and so on. None of these
routines and effects, it need hardly be added, are low-quality in
themselves, only insofar as they are symbolic substitutes for quality, or
character. Only then do they become pornography. No vice is as bad
as the means by which it is concealed.

Cliches are created by the self-informed self, unable to let go of
itself, and so inevitably confined zo itself. The purpose of self is to
pick out experience, write a little habit into the wax of the character,
and then melt back into the moment. If there is nothing but self in
experience, there is nothing bur self-informed habit-writing, creating
deeper and deeper scripts, routines, paths of thought and action, until
all I am 1s a crude, unfractal grid of wrinkles on a face with nothing
behind it. Ego is a cliche machine; everything it touches turns to
cliche. It cannot react spontaneously to context and consciousness, or



journey with another down the collective stream of meaning we call
communication, carrying us to who-knows-where; and so must confine
itself to the known, which, through repetition, becomes more known.
Cliche here, therefore, does not just refer to the standard fixed idiom
we normally call cliche (‘How are you?’ ‘Can’t complain; know what I
mean?’), nor even to metaphor drained of quality — ponderous,
preachy allegories and parables, cold and cruel irony, manic
hyperbole, arbitrary enigma and absurdity, pointless myth and, in
place of delightful paradox, mere contradiction — but, beyond
language, to any fixed path of attention. Thus, we can speak not just
of cliched expressions but cliched stories, cliched songs, cliched faces
and cliched personalities. There are also, to a lesser degree, cliched
soups, cliched chairs, cliched houses, and cliched techniques,
although these are necessarily cliched to a lesser degree because, in
technical work, character plays a subordinate role, and so the horror
of predictable myths, machine-made pop songs, mask-like faces and
robotic people is far greater than that of 70s cooking, mass-produced
furniture, prefab housing and rigid, non-adaptive techniques, which
are revolting more than horrifying. Or at least they are to anyone with
blood still pumping through their hearts.

Nous, thelema, viscera and soma carve ‘grooves’ into the self
through repetition, which then push thought, movement, feeling and
perception down the consequent channels. Initially, these grooves,
when they are shallow habits, have use-value and can be easily
abandoned. They remain, as it were, ‘within reach’. But, as they
deepen, they begin to force experience through them, and to demand
more energy than they liberate. The habit then ‘gets out of hand’, and
starts to take over. Thus, the oft-trod path is useful and allows the
selfless individual to wander from it at will, while the motorway is
worse than useless — entirely destructive — and commands total
obedience to its routes and requirements. We call an inability to exit
cliche an addiction. In fact, you can only be addicted to tokens and
cliches.
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Cliche and token prosper in the absence of consciousness, a state in
which quality 1s absorbed by literal, functional language and in which
the other is nothing but a self-represented projection which, through
mechanistic communication, 1s used by the self-informed self to
pleasure or empower itself. The function of ego and symbol under
such circumstances is not to communicate, but to provoke an
unconscious, operational response. Ego is unable to selflessly take
another’s place and empathically inhabit the shared tree of meaning
growing between us, and unable to leap over the fence of habit on a
whim and respond directly to consciousness and context. It must,
instead, confine itself to a separate channel of meaning which can only
reach your separate channel by signalling with empty, essentially
private, token and cliche. Ego does not really speak; it excites,
threatens, or offers cues from the social script that all within an egoic
society are expected to know and to follow, or be regarded as a threat.

Unconscious selves manufacture cliched and symbolic gestures,
1deas, feelings and faces at the same prodigious rate that unconscious
societies manufacture cliched and symbolic apples, farms and shops.
In fact, you can measure the unconsciousness of a person or society
by how many tokens and symbols they produce. The speech of ego is
full of emphatic tokens and cliches (although that of the extreme
solipsist, who doesn’t require communication, is completely devoid of
emphasis) designed to elicit predictable responses, while egoic
awareness turns entirely inwards, leaving, in lieu of an apt, attentive
response, an immobile frozen face, eyes unlit, mouth robotically
giving the requisite number of reallys? uh-huhs and oh-nos! Ideas like
freedom, justice, democracy, socialism, tradition, safety, wealth and
other words divorced from unself serve the same function. These are
applied, through constant repetition by, and identification with,
unconscious selves and societies, to a specific set of attributes which
are supposed to be evoked whenever the word is heard, thereby
depriving them of threatening quality. That a wealthy, healthy, highly
qualified citizen of a safe, free, democratic country is actually poor,
sick, stupid, insecure, enslaved and completely powerless becomes an



inexpressible thought.

Unconscious exchanges run from cliched, mechanical, stimulus-
reward exchanges that businessmen, politicians and quality-immune
families give each other, through signposts of warmth and humanity
(such as the Big and Lovely kiss-kiss half-hug or the hand-clasped,
back-slapping bro-embrace), through standard cliches (such as ‘to be
honest’, which means ‘please believe that I am a truthful person’, or
‘I’'m not being funny’, which means ‘if I hurt your feelings it’s because
you are funny’), to emphatic set-phrases (such as ‘deliver the goods’ or
‘avoid like the plague’ or ‘lead a dog’s life’ which add emphasis where
there is none). The mediocre teacher or public speaker habituated to
speaking to a lost audience forces meaning upon it with a series of
attention-grabbing cliches and tokens; the distracted, unhappy,
unconscious parent, isolated from his or her child, substitutes loving
attention with symbolic signposts and mechanically exciting cliched
experiences; the politician or company man, enclosed in a self-
rewarding system, communicates in constantly repeated slogans and
emotionally-potent symbols; the doctor brings down a warm fog of
hypnotic professional authority with mechanically-repeated set-
phrases of encouragement or opprobrium; and the sales assistant
snaps into a well-rehearsed sub-routine of ‘cheerful’ greeting that we
both pretend to accept as meaningful and human. On and on and on
it goes, at least in an egoic world such as ours. We are exposed to so
much cliche that we begin to think that it is meaningful, that
repeating cliches s communication.

People who are comfortable with cliched modes of
communication are immune to contradiction and quality, and they
are unable to reject quantitative satisfaction. They are therefore
susceptible to the crudest forms of manipulation. This is the case even
if such cliches and tokens are emotionally rejected, ironically delivered
or presented in full awareness of their falsity. In an attempt to retain
autonomy or authenticity in the mechanistic dreamscape of ordinary
communication, man attempts to distance himself from the cliched
experience, smirk at the silliness of it all, or justify the flagrant
pretence he is forced to engage in. He doesn’t realise that, firstly, what



you believe or disbelieve is irrelevant to the functioning of the cliched
script — only how you behave is of importance. Secondly, that your
experience of mechanical anti-speech is, like anti-food, absorbed by
your self regardless of your attitude towards it. Finally, and most
importantly, the split between the ‘what I am’ here and ‘what I’m not’
there is uzself a cliche.
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Anyone who wishes to commune with another human being must
qualitatively experience that being in himself, not remain at the
symbolic level of what can be controlled through token and cliche. In
this sense, everything which I experience, including every other
human being, is a unique enigma which is levelled out by the generic
concepts, percepts, affects and acts of ego. Ego does not see the great
man, the profound woman, the beautiful tree in the wind, the truthful
philosophy or the mysterious glance, rather a kind of copy or shell of
these things which, if ego can ger something from them, it will like,
otherwise it will ignore, belittle or destroy them.

Those activities, therefore, which treat reality as a shell, as a
collection of generic facts, tokens and cliches, necessarily attract egos;
chief amongst which today are the activities we call science and
business (including all the professional, scientific and artistic activities
which are subordinate to them). This is why scientists and
businessmen are so often devoid of individuality and must bolt on a
post-hoc wacky or ‘artistic’ personality as compensation. He might be
an hilarious ‘eccentric’, and as a desperate counterweight to the
mundanity of his life, he often is, or he might be given to all kinds of
aesthetic raptures (although he is heavily disposed to the hackneyed),
and he might liberally co-opt quality words such as ‘wonder’, and
‘majesty’, and ‘beautiful’ to describe his trivial discoveries, or he
might just let himself slump into the pudding of ordinariness that
makes up the mass of mankind. But however much conscious
individuality pokes through the mask, it must play no significant part
in his day-to-day activity as a scientist or businessman or technician.
If he is seeking to genuinely break through into a new paradigm then,
yes, he must go outside and leap the fence to call on a living
experience of reality, but once he’s grasped that, he rushes back
home, brings down the shutters, closes the curtains, locks the doors
and empties the room.

For this reason, scientists and businessmen tend to avoid great
art, any activity which involves genuine improvisation, meaningful



experiences in the wild (i.e. those that involve living with it rather than
conquering it through sport) or anything else which requires quality or
consciousness. They confine themselves almost entirely to familiar
experiences and familiar modes of experience, such as the pseudo-
metaphors of self required to make money and make knowledge.
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Mathematics is a fundamental pseudo-metaphor of self. It is founded
on abstract ‘images’ of time (temporal sequences of symbols
conditioned by or related to ‘previous’ symbols) and abstract ‘images’
of space (object-symbols from which individuality, or actuality, has
been abstracted). When I count, for example, I either create an
ordered, or ordinal, sequence from an abstract conception of previous
things which I have abstractly determined are the same (‘6 apples’
only makes sense through being related to the sequence, in time, of
objects which share common ‘appley’ features), or, I compare things
which I have abstractly determined are different, or cardinally separate
from the context and from each other (3 apples are 3 separate things,
like 3 oranges are, or 3 voles). Not that mathematical symbols, at
least since Descartes, are related to anything material or sensory, but
that even in the simplest, classical sense, none of the identities or
distinctions denoted by numbers exist in reality, in the thing-in-itself.
They are brought into being by the activity of self; noetic conception,
somatic perception and thelemic function, or technique.

Although numbers can be said to in some way apply to the
somatic, sensory world, they do not need it to be understood; they are
based on the literal, ‘countable’, structure of the self itself. Number,
therefore, may be perfectly self-consistent and may perfectly apply, via
perception, to self-like abstractable elements of the thing-in-itself —
which is how it can be so very useful — but no nzrinsic connection to
the perceived world can ever be found. You cannot find ‘five’ or
‘seven’ anywhere in your senses, only five-like results and seven-like
groups. You cannot even easily say, as you can with physics, biology
and chemistry, what the object of mathematics actually is. Number is
only like what-is; which is to say, it i1s a [pseudo] metaphor. This is
how we can speak of ‘different mathematics’. There are, in history, or
at least to some degree, different solutions to how number applies to
existence, rather than one correct monolith of mathematical truth.
There is no reason not to suppose that an alien race might have a
foundationally different mathematics.



Similarly, measurement is a pseudo-metaphor. In the perceived
universe there are not just no numbers, but also no edges (elementary
particles are not even measurable in principle, certainly not with
macroscopic measuring implements) no fixed lengths (the length of a
moving object, and all objects are moving, is shorter than its length at
rest), no absolute time (the only absolute is in timeless consciousness,
everything outside of that doesn’t just move in time, but moves at
different speeds) and no objective way of accurately determining
whether two points (the ‘length’ of a table, say, and the points on a
measuring stick) are coincident. When we say that a table s two
metres long, or a proton s 0.84-0.87 femtometres wide, what we
actually mean is Ike.t What’s more, the act of measurement affects
that which is being measured; checking the pressure of a car tyre, for
example, i1s i1mpossible without disturbing the pressure. In
macroscopic objects the ‘observer-effect’ is usually negligible, but
becomes significant when the infinitesimally small constituents of
objects are measured. The scientist has to assume that the
measurement is reporting the exact fact, even though he knows it
cannot. Similarly, in order to measure, the scientist has to rule out
everything in space and time but the thing being measured and then
assume — an assumption based on faith — that his measurements,
and the laws he forms to explain them, apply to what he has ruled
out, or to those aspects of reality he hasn’t found, or that have yet to
pass into existence.

Likewise, prediction is a pseudo-metaphor. Scientists are in the
habit of telling us that ‘scientific laws’ can predict outcomes —
eclipses, for example, or the failure rate of fastening parts. What is
actually happening is that one set of numbers are computed from
another set and then compared to reality. These readings can never
precisely fit the observed outcome because measurements and
observations are limited by measuring and observing instruments,
including the instrument of the self. More seriously, a rule can never
determine whether any difference between prediction and observation
1s down to observational error or is a deviation from theory. Wz have
to determine this, from experience. As Michael Polanyi pointed out,*



‘personal, tacit judgements and assessments are required at every step
in the acquisition of knowledge’.

Attempting to establish logical foundations for number is like
trying to prove that Juliet really is the sun, and taking numbers
literally leads to the same kind of incomprehensible absurdity as
assuming that the universe is really balancing on the back of a turtle.
None of this is a problem for sensible mathematicians, any more than
the impossibility of conceiving of the reality that quantum mechanics
measures is a problem for intelligent physicists. Numbers ‘fit’ reality
well enough to make accurate, and therefore useful, measurements;
but this doesn’t make them any less metaphorical, or, without the art
of a human to apply them, any less meaningless. It’s only a problem to
the literalist scientist, unable to take the symbols he works with
metaphorically; because he knows, somehow, that if he did so he’d
have to take himself metaphorically too.

* Roger Jones, Physics as Metaphor
1 Ibid.
I Michael Polanyi, Meaning
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The active, conscious participation of the knower in knowledge is a
primary element in art, but it is just as indispensable to all literal
knowledge, including mathematics and the measurements and
predictions of mathematical science. Consciousness dwells “within”
the participating, human body of the scientist the same way a blind
man ‘dwells’ within the end of his stick.- The blind man focuses on
the far end of the stick, and the literal idea of the world that it
transmits to him, but these literal experiences are completely
dependent on a conscious experience which, while remaining tacit,
background, unfocused, is the foundation for the knowledge the stick
communicates to him, indeed for all knowledge (which is the reason
why knowing anything of any importance always comes down to ‘well,
it just feels right’).

Consciousness and context are excluded by ego, which is forced
to completely identify with the end of the stick, unable to reach beyond
it. The physicalist ego might then say, as the end of the stick knocks
against objective things, that ‘I work from evidence not presumption’,
while the solipsist ego might say, as it knocks against subjective things,
that ‘I work by instinct not analytical thought’. Neither of them can
let go of the stick, which, like any overused tool, then takes hold of
them.

The ground of our knowledge — empirical, logical or
metaphysical — must always be intellectually unknown to us; because
who, finally, knows it? Who operates or regards the machine of
knowledge? Who or what, exactly, is holding the stick here? Any
conceptual answer just sends the operator back another stage, and
another, ad infinitum. Eventually, we must exit the hall of intellectual
mirrors, concede that knowing is grounded in panjective being, in
dwelling within or intimately participating in reality, and be that.
Easier said than done.

* Ibid.
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We call conceptual theorising about ‘the far end of the stick’,
classical science, the activity of isolating things from the context,
relating them to each other, theorising and hypothesising about these
relations, and then testing them against the represented world of
perception.

Classical science is founded on three pillars; causality, facticity
and non-participation. Causality in classical science is the principle
that reality is ultimately describable in terms of matter and motion;
that if we know the position and momentum of all the particles of a
system we can, from their determinate influence on each other,
predict their position and momentum at any other time. Facticity is
the principle that everything in reality is a fundamentally describable,
mind-graspable, non-paradoxical thing. And non-participation is the
principle that consciousness cannot affect objective reality. If a
nineteenth century scientist had claimed that the position and
momentum of particles cannot ever be known, that they can never be
accurately conceived of, and that conscious observation affected their
behaviour, he would have been given a sound thrashing; and yet this
was precisely what was discovered in the first few decades of the
twentieth century, in a series of experiments which showed, beyond
all doubt, that whatever it 1s that the universe is made of can
instantaneously travel from one point to another (even, apparently,
backwards through time), that it is botkz one thing and another thing
(or both here and there) and that observation of it affects (indeed even
appears to brings into existence) what is being observed. In short; that
reality s non-causal (eternal or unchanging), non-factual (paradoxical)
and non-literal (consciousness and context are unfathomably
connected).

Unsurprisingly, literalist scientists were not comfortable with
these conclusions, and so they immediately set out to pretend they
didn’t exist, focusing entirely on the literal, conceivable results of their
experiments, and on literal, conceivable accounts based thereon.
These observable effects were formalised in quantum science.



Particles and waves do not really exist in quantum theory; the former
exists as a potential in the latter which itself is not an event or a
phenomenon but a description of the probability of an event
occurring. Theories that predict these events are all but watertight,
but reflections on what the particle actually is, on what quantum
measurements are of, are not just as irrelevant to quantum physics as
they are to classical physics, but ruled out in principle. Quantum
physics does not describe reality, it describes probability patterns that
emerge from reality, and symbols which represent it, both of which are
the result of operational observation. Reality does not exist in
quantum physics in any meaningful sense — only mankind’s
manipulations of it do. Quantum physicists and physicalist
philosophers then either make the outrageous claim that because the
patterns and symbols that result from their observations are
comprehensible, the reality they refer to must also be somehow
comprehensible; or, more usually, they just ignore the question of
what 1s ‘really’ going on as an irritating distraction. In the former
case, in order to preserve the appearance of a reality that is still
conceptually rule-bound in the teeth of quantum incomprehensibility,
physicalists have proposed all kinds of absurd theories to explain what
their measurements are of. In the latter case, the essential non-
causality, non-facticity and non-literality of nature is vaguely conflated
with lazy spiritualist reasoning (‘Quantum mechanics therefore Elvis
lives’) and ruled out as unscientific mystic silliness.

What all this means, i1s that classical science, which here
includes both ‘common sense’ and general relativity, can never be
reconciled with quantum theory, because the former literally
describes representation and the latter literally describes the
unrepresentable. They can no more be reconciled than love-making
and maths, or cookery and jazz; at least not until that which they have
in common — the non-literal — is accepted. Without such acceptance,
a ‘theory of everything’ could explain everything in the universe — it
could literally be the most useful thing ever discovered — while
revealing precisely nothing about anything of any importance. Take
paradox, eternity, quality, consciousness and context into account



however, and the classical theories of Euclid, Isaac Newton and
Albert Einstein, and the quantum theories of Werner Heisenberg,
Niels Bohr and Erwin Schrédinger are seen for what they are;
metaphors for a reality which, wultimately, cannot be rationally
observed. Only lived.
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A metaphor which unites classical and quantum science was
discovered at the beginning of the Romantic era by August Mdbius
and expounded at the end of the nineteenth century by Charles
Hinton.© For half a century it was a reasonably popular field of
enquiry for both scientists and artists, before all but disappearing
from serious thought. This was the metaphor of the fourth
dimension, popularised by Edwin Abbott in the playful metaphor of
Flatland .1

What we call self exists in three conceivable spatial dimensions,
and an inconceivable fourth dimension which we call ‘time’ (all our
conceptions of time — sundial shadows, clock ticks, cycles of radiation
from a caesium atom — are spatial). Imagine, instead, a world of two
spatial dimensions, ‘Flatland’, on a plane of length and breadth but
zero height, upon which Flatlanders live their lives, never rising above
or falling below it. How, the metaphor asks, would the 2D self of a
Flatlander perceive a three dimensional object, say an apple, that
bisected its reality? It would ‘naturally’ perceive it in zzwo dimensions,
as the edge of a slice of zero thickness. Flatlanders would see and
move around the outside of the slice, the skin, but could never see
what the ‘unselfish’ 3D apple really is. If the apple passed through
Flatland, they would see it appear out of nowhere, grow, shrink and
vanish again. They would say that it had ‘lived’ through what they call
‘time’, whereas in fact it had moved through a space they are unable to
perceive. If the apple were connected to a tree, and that passed
through their reality, Flatlanders would see many things being born,
living, connecting up (as the branches coalesced into each other),
forming one single organism (the trunk) then separating out again
(into roots) and vanishing. In truth, in three dimensions, there is no
appearance, no separation, no growth and no disappearance; just
movement. Or imagine a wheel with a regular arrangement of
different coloured spokes — say red, blue and green — rotating
through Flatland. Flatlanders would see two-dimensional coloured
surfaces appear and disappear in a regular order and would rationally



conclude that the red thing was ‘causing’ the blue one, the blue thing
‘causing’ the green, the green the red and so on. It would never occur
to them that there is no causal arrangement at all, because it could not
occur to them.

Nothing that 1s obvious to our selves could concervably occur to
the selves of Flatlanders, because their entire experience is two-
dimensional. Nothing we could possibly say about a thelemically
transdimensional reality could make any somatic or noetic sense to
them. If their society (their aesthetics, their ethics, their politics) were
founded on selfish perception and conception — on satisfaction —
what we said would be ignored, taken literally, or dismissed as mere
entertainment, or as comedy, or as exaggeration, or as nonsense, or,
most likely, as a dangerous threat. To manufacturers of two-
dimensionally satisfying art, to proponents of two-dimensionally
literalist meaning, to defenders of two-dimensionally reassuring
safety, all expressions of three-dimensional reality, in which there is no
birth and death (just movement of the 3D tree through 2D ‘reality’),
no separation between subject and object (between ‘my’ branch and
‘yours’), indeed no conceivable things at all; all of this would be
indistinguishable from solipsistic madness and judged to be literally
insane, even if viewing 2D °‘reality’ from a 3D perspective cleared up
most of the perplexing problems of living that Flatlanders had.

* Charles Hinton, The Fourth Dimension
1 Edwin Abbott, Flatland
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§45.

Just as our view of Flatland makes meaning of its mysteries, so
viewing the 3D ‘reality’ of ‘Solidland’ metaphorically, from a four-
dimensional perspective, evaporates many of our own mysteries, or at
least gives us a viscerally inruitive sense of their illusory nature:

i. Scientific mysteries. The apparently end-directed (a.k.a.
teleological) nature of processes which can only apparently be
explained mechanically (such as evolution) make sense when viewed
as four-dimensional wholes; the almost unbelievably specialist
adaptations of nature come about neither through acts of will (cosmic
or Lamarckian) nor through selection by survival of a randomly
shaken bag of genes; because they don’t ‘come about’ at all. The will
1s either a lie or a metaphor, and evolutionary science is factually true,
but only when applied to the sliver of time we perceive. Likewise, the
baffling paradoxes of quantum science, in which particles that appear
to be separate from each other in three dimensional space, yet are also
bizarrely entangled, are intuitively resolved by viewing them as the
same particle, viewed incompletely. Similarly, the mystery of time’s
arrow — why the universe should have begun with a high degree of
complexity which gradually dissipates into bland chaos — vanishes if
there 1s no time as we understand the word. Not that we do
understand the word, for its essence lies outside of factual-causal
thought (which is why it is impossible to experimentally prove it
exists); and not that the ‘no time’ which reveals this essence means no
movement — 4D objects move just as 3D ones do, for they are alive;
and not that what we ordinarily call time — the directional, spatially-
representational, 3D clock-time of the past and the future — is an
illusion. That is also real, as real as Flatland and Solidland, but only
ever partially, spatially, factually and causally. The actual, intuitive
realiry of time, as four-dimensional space, 1s an experience, which I
may think of as a spatial idea, but can only, possibly, five. If I do, I
know — and few do — that I am time.

11. Philosophical mysteries. What words mean and how they can have



meaning, how motion can be composed of non-moving moments,
how individual things can have a separate character to the whole
(technically; the ‘combination problem’), and a host of conundrums
that come into existence by considering slices of existence — not least
of which what on earth should I do? — melt into an intuitive whole
when considered as part of complete 4D processes passing through
our merely apparent timespace.

The various enigmas of history also vanish when viewed as a
causeless whole. Seen as events and processes which cause other
events and processes, history is as elusive, confusing and haphazard as
thought, speech and meaning. Taken out of time however, as a single
living whole, cultures and societies are complete, manifest in their
parts as character is manifest in the shape of one’s hands, and
although partially amenable to scientific thought, finally as elusive to
such ham-fisted dissections as any other natural thing. The wise
historian sees in history what the sensitive artist sees in a tree.

iii. The mysteries of psychology. The 3D view of personal
characteristics 1s as objects jostling around in the brainbox. Thus,
confidence or creativity are, for the typical psychologist, things which
can be somehow implanted with a bit of therapising, or a good self-
help book, or detected with an FMRI scan, or by ingesting fluoxetine,
citalopram or paroxetine. That our qualities exist in mysterious time,
as the result of innumerable experiences blended into consciousness
and context, is unpleasant for the institutionalised ego to seriously
consider, for it means that to really understand ourselves, solve our
personal problems and develop new capacities, demands not merely
swapping one thought or feeling for another, but living in a different
way, one that necessitates uprooting a tree that started growing at the
age of none.

Thus, for example, one is justified at feeling pride at one’s
abilities, but ultimately it makes about as much sense as having pride
in the weather. Likewise, to blame other people for their bitchy small-
mindedness or arrogant insensitivity may also, in context, address the
disgraceful lack of consciousness of an individual, but more often
than not omits the thick, thick roots of unhappiness that stretch back



generations in time, and out into the distal world of space.

1v. The mysteries of art. The character of objects that great artists
represent to us are at least partly expressions of their transdimensional
forms. A plank of wood that came from a church has, to those soft-
selved enough to perceive it, a different character to one taken from a
gallows, because it continues to be that which it once was, as dead
skin continues to be one with the living body.- Likewise, music and
acting present piecemeal expressions of character apparently flowing
through time, but which are actually whole; which is why we have a
whole sense of a performance that only ever comes to us as a series of
1solated moments, just as we have a whole sense of what we say to
each other, even though meaning dribbles into our minds bit by
lexical bit.

The essential four-dimensional unity of experience that the
representational self experiences piecemeal also explains the selfless
feeling that great artists often have when creating of discovering what
was already there in the melody or the stone; because it was already
there. It also explains the profound, overwhelming sense of destiny
that saturates all great stories (and a few not-so-great ones). Even
atheists reject stories that are not structured around an underlying
fatefulness, even when they reject the meaning of that fate.

v. The mystery of my life. For the selfless — sensitive to time as it is,
rather than to time as it spatially appears — life, like art, is also
illuminated by a sense of destiny, shining before them when they are
young, guiding them through the trials of adulthood, and then, when
they are old, shaping the land they have left into an intuitively
complete and meaningful whole. The egoic man, by contrast, is
haunted by destiny, which comes to him as a torment, a guilty sense of
having betrayed the man that he could have been, either with the
factual-causal fake-destiny, or ambition, that the world offers, or by
simply giving up and decomposing into the state of spiritual mulch
that domesticated life leads to. The more civilised the culture, the
more urban the man, the more he treats destiny either as a stand-in
for power, or as a joke; although, as he reaches the end of an entirely



meaningless life, not a very funny one.

On a smaller scale, 4D destiny comes to us as the sense we have
of strangely knowing people the moment we meet them, or of feeling
out hypotheses before they are tested, or feeling character into tracks
and traces, such as ‘knowing’ that witch-hazel will ease my
haemorrhoids, or that I should take a pair of scissors with me to the
restaurant, or that paw prints in the mud were made by an exhausted
civet.

Consciousness of destiny, in oneself or in other things, we call
depth. Depth has nothing to do with thought, which is never deep,
nor with learning (although profound people think about interesting
things and like to learn deeply) but to a profundity of conscious, and
therefore timeless, experience. Profound people have an enigmatic way
about them; a quality which transcends factual-causal spatial
reasoning. We can’t quite put our finger on what, because the finger is
spatial also.

vi. The mystery of death. We no more appear in existence and
disappear from it than a three-dimensional apple passing through
two-dimensional space does. In reality, there is no time as our three-
dimensional selves experience it, and so no ‘before’ and ‘after’ for
such selves to come from or go to. When we walk from London to
Canterbury, it appears that London disappears and Canterbury
appears, but, viewed from a balloon, both places continue to exist, as
all the moments of our lives do, which is why people sometimes say
‘my whole life passed before me in a flash’. What has actually
happened is that my parzial life has disappeared from me.

The balloon is unself, a metaphor for a four-dimensional or
transdimensional self that is to the thin sliver of life we modally
experience through our 3D selves, what we would be to Flatlanders;
impossible to literally experience with self as we know it, yet, as we are
it, as I am four-dimensional consciousness, intuitively, unselfishly
available at all times.

None of this is to say that three-dimensional entities with their



three-dimensional representations are not real, or that there is a
fourth dimension in any describable sense. The three-dimensional
represented world is completely real and completely reliable, as the
three-dimensional self is real, as the isolated particle is real, as literal
scientific concepts about isolated slices are real; just as the separate
two-dimensional things of Flatland are real. To question or deny their
dimensional reality is an insane form of solipsism (or scepticism).They
actually and demonstrably exist, but only partially. If the self-evident
but partial dimensions of Flatland or Solidland are separated by the
1solating self from unself-evident “higher” dimensions, it becomes
impossible to understand them, or any of the things they comprise.
How can subjects or objects be experienced as unified and existing
through time, or isolated noetic-somatic moments be experienced as
anything but a shifting, schizoid nightmare of hypermnesiac forms,
unless they and I are so unified?

Four-dimensionally speaking — metaphorically speaking, that is
— the separate things and moments we perceive through the factual-
causal mind do not ‘really exist’ any more than who I was at 3 pm on
the afternoon of 17® May 2001 is ‘really’ me or than an oak tree is
caused by an acorn. Reality is ultimately a blended continuum, with
nothing separate to give rise to isolated elements or effects. We look
everywhere and see with the isolating mind countless isolated things
and events which seem to cause or be caused by countless others. But
it’s an illusion created by the isolating mind, just as it creates the
illusion of a bent twig in water. The perceptual bend does have reality,
just as in some sense, there are isolable things i reality, but it’s not the
full picture and the only people who take it to be so are madmen (and
psychologists and philosophers).

* P.D. Ouspenksy, Tertium Organum
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§46.

The metaphor of Flatland serves to illustrate what lies beyond our
three spatial dimensions, not what lies between them. In reality,
dimensions are not isolated manifolds but way markers on a
contextual spectrum. A ball of wool, by way of illustration, appears as
a zero-dimensional point when viewed far away, a three dimensional
object when viewed close up, a one-dimensional line when unravelled
and a two dimensional surface when woven into a cloth. The natural
world is composed of an infinitely complex, dynamic matrix of such
solids, points, strings and surfaces, winding, unwinding, folding,
looping and fragmenting through ‘time’ in ways that baffle the
conceiving self, which responds by defining nature as a kind of
‘chaos’; chaotic, that is to say, zo the ‘order’ of self-conception.

Chaos and order form to self a conceptual duality, like
subjective and objective, which is brought about by the activity of
conception. Initially order was conceived as a male sun-god —
Yahweh, Marduk, Zeus, Indra — which battled and defeated the dark
forces of natural chaos, symbolised by monsters, snakes and women.
When, in the seventeenth century, conceptual religion gave way to
conceptual science, the mythical elements were dropped, but the
duality remained, with [classical] science taming the natural world
and reflecting it to reasonable minds. Finally, in the twentieth century,
as the order of classical science, with its neat dichotomies, began to
collapse, a new metaphor was developed to account for the reality of
natural form which is both chaotic and ordered. This we call [somatic]
fractality.

The metaphor of fractality describes, or suggests, certain
qualities which natural non-linear systems have in common. These
are; a non-proportional relationship between input and output,
interconnectedness, interdimensionality, immeasurability,
unpredictability, constant iteration, self-similarity, self-organisation
and an intuitive, yet irrational, balance between component parts. The
form of cauliflower florets, starling feathers, snail shells, sago palms,
rising smoke, dripping taps, lungs, canyons, clouds and tree crowns,
the rise and fall of cultures, the spectral structure of Bach’s cantatas,



the rhythm patterns of phenomenal sexual congress, the rippling of
vocal chords in the conversation of a woman in love talking about
love, the dobs of paint on an Egon Schiele portrait, the length of
sentences in a literary masterpiece and the casual distribution of
relaxing cows all exhibit some kind of fractality. It is the shape, or ‘ur-
shape’, of nature; but there is not, nor can there be, a strict definition
of fractal, rather a series of equations which mimic iterative self-
similarity by feeding results back into the equation. When the results
of these equations are plotted on a graph, the border between results
that are stable and results that are unstable, forms an iterative, self-
similar, immeasurably complex form which we call a fractal image, in
which we seem to recognise something natural... but not quite.

For fractal images wmetaphorically represent actual fractality
(which is to say stable-unstable border states in nature), but only ever
unnaturally. The infinite length of a real fractal form, the infinite
number of influences upon a real fractal process, the infinitely small
scale upon which those influences can act (i.e. its sensitivity) along
with the unknowable ‘random’ element that is fed back into natural,
iterated processes (which is not random at all; it only appears so to the
3D mind); these can only ever be mechanically approximated by
fractals (computers for example, upon which fractal animations run,
are unable to generate genuinely random numbers), which is why they
are kind of fascinating to the mind, but never actually as mysteriously
beautiful as the nature they represent, and so actually, like all
artificially produced imagery, rather creepy. This is why gazing into a
sunset evokes a conscious state, while staring into a fractal animation
produces an unconscious rrance.
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§47.

The literal self is not a mystery. It can only conceive of itself — its
literal representations, its literal universe and its literal consciousness
— as, at best, being caused by mystery. Whether it calls this mystery,
or magic, ‘the real world’, ‘the big bang’, ‘the brain’, ‘God’, ‘mind’ or
‘spirit’ is beside the point. They are all conceived as things which have
a literal causative effect on reality, without that causation ever being
explained; because it cannot be explained.

The non-literalist, having a self, and having to communicate
through the self, appears to be in much the same position. She must
also conceive of self and world as being caused by mystery and magic,
but there is a crucial difference, in that the conscious self takes
mystery and magic — and causality — as metaphors. Not the
whimsical, arbitrary, subjective metaphors of the solipsist, but as
representations of a qualitative experience that is, ultimately, elusive
to mind.

Hence, for the literalist, ‘God’, the creator of the universe, the
cause of consciousness and the reality behind the shadow-world of
representation, is a transparent absurdity, at best a consoling fairy
tale, and all reports of His nature are self-evidently baseless and
ridiculous. This God is either religiously believed in despite such
absurdity, or scientifically not-believed in for its absurdity. The
literalist theist wants to believe in a literal male tribal God in order to
validate his tribe, and annihilate or control everything that cannot be
literally grasped, while the literalist atheist finds accounts of this God
laughable in order to validate /s tribe, and annihilate or control
everything that cannot be literally grasped.

For the non-literalist, god is not absurd, because it — whatever
1s “behind” the thing-in-itself — does not and cannot exist in any
literal, factual, causal form, any more than “what the universe is
expanding into” can. We can say that god “created” the universe, or
that god is “in charge” of my life, or that god is “beyond” the world,
or that god “is” one of a range of metaphorical stands-ins, such as
‘freedom’, or ‘love’, or ‘truth’, or what-have-you, but these are all



metaphorical eggs of expression, “emerging” from an inconceivable
thing-in-itself that also “produces” the conceivable chicken of shared
representation that we call waking reality.
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Waking reality is illusory, but it is not an illusion. The ordinary,
everyday, represented world of viscera, soma, thelema and nous is a
self-evident, completely consistent and completely dependable matrix
of facts which nobody ever actually doubts, no matter how fanciful
their beliefs and theories. Solipsists avoid dog shit and believers in
God keep their flour dry. If we become aware that such people are
taking their own beliefs seriously, that they are trying to walk through
walls or make people’s heads explode with voodoo, we start to worry.
This is why nobody actually (i.e. ‘in matters of matter’) doubts, or
dispenses with, the facts and methods of science unless they’re up to
no good. The real and reliable world s real and reliable. ‘Here is one
hand’, as one of the more straightforward ideas in modern
philosophy- has it; therefore things somehow exist.

Clearly too, there are, in the waking world, unlike in [sleeping]
dream, other selves — other minds, other bodies, other things. We do
not experience a self-generated representation, but a shared
representation. This is, literally, common sense, a self-evident network
of culturally shaped facts and things which, again, nobody ever
actually doubts while functioning normally in the world. I might
adopt a solipsist or postmodernist stance, but this doesn’t give me
direct control over objects, which is why when we see a magician
perform a trick, nobody over the age of six ever thinks ‘maybe he
really did pull a large block of ice out of his arse’. It’s also why
everyone, no matter how dreamlike they believe reality to be, tends to
follow the shared norms of society; because we all well know that we’ll
be punished in a very undreamlike way if we don’t. In so-called lucid
dreams I can become aware that I am dreaming and think giant
chocolate furniture into existence, or make Cleopatra fall in love with
me, or stop paying my taxes. Not so on waking, where other things,
bodies, people and governments are much more interested in doing
their own thing than in doing mine.

The interconnected actuality of waking life provides a practical
answer to the problems of facticity and causality which have irritated



physicalists since Hume raised them, for, as Kant noted,t everything
fits together nicely in the waking world and repeated experience with
that ‘fitting together’ gives us complete practical confidence that we
won’t wake up tomorrow with a Moomin’s head. Waking reality is
experienced as such from its consistency. If we went to sleep every
night and picked up the same dream where we left off, with the same
characters, who came and went consistently, we would start to believe
that we weren’t drifting down from reality when we slept, but
transitioning sideways to a different one. Certainty about the
coherence of waking facticity and causality can, however, never
provide us with any insight into the nature of them; for it is not, nor
can be, by lack of quantitative facticiry that I know I am dreaming, but
by lack of gqualitative normality. Usually, in a dream, a talking
sheepdog in a lunar strip club does not strike me as strange, or cause
me to compare it to the waking experience of a world in which lap-
dancers don’t live on the moon and dogs don’t talk, thereby leading
me to the realisation that I am in a dream. I remain as bound by
dream facts as the Flatlander is bound by 2D facts. If a dream dog
tried to persuade me I were dreaming I would have no facts within the
dream by which to confirm or deny whether it is so. In lucid
dreaming, I remember a waking state which I can quantitatively
compare to the dream, but I am only /ed to that comparison via a
qualitative experience of weird.

This 1s why although lucid waking is also possible, I can never
be materially certain of it. I have and can have no quantitative
experience of a super-awake (‘awake from waking’) state, just as I can
have no such mental experience of four dimensions. In certain high-
quality, unselfish experiences, I have a qualitative experience of
weirdness, a feeling of unreality, but, unlike when I am dreaming, I
have nothing to compare the facrual experience to, so I can never
come to the factual realisation that I am in a shared, solid, dream. I
remain in a qualitative state of odd which fades with the quality
experience, leaving doubtful facts. This is why the realest times of my
life feel unreal, film-like, dream-like and then, when I later try to
recall how vividly weird they were, I cannot. I doubt myself, doubt the



reality-rending quality of my super-awake experiences, because all I
have are factual memories of them. This is why the expression ‘at
least you have your memories’ is such a stupid and insensitive thing to
say to someone who is bereaved, and why when something does
happen to them that is genuinely consoling, it is weird.

The high-quality odd experience is only possible when the
1solated nous, soma, viscera and thelema of self are silenced or
softened, when I am ‘taken out of myself’. In such moments facticity
and causality weaken and I become conscious that I-here 1s that-there;
that the miracle of dream is not that the sheepdog is talking, but that
am the dog, that the experience of being separate from the dog and the
strip club is entirely self-generated. When I wake, I know that subject
and object (me, the dog and the strip club) were actually all one, but I
can only experience this in the dream as weirdness.

Likewise, the waking moon continues to be the moon, even
when I am not looking at it; it continues to be a big silvery ball up
there, and not a mind-made illusion in here, because there is
something ‘in’ it that really s the good old moon, but there is also a
non-factual, non-quantitative aspect to it that somehow depends on
its being consciously, qualitatively observed. While only a madman
doubts that the gquanmnitative waking division of subjects and objects is
not a fact, a far more terrible kind of madness — the normal and
ordinary kind — doubts that the gualitative oneness, or identity of
subjects and objects, is not identical in both domains.

Consciousness 1s not a subject sitting in the objective cinema of
the self, watching the projected representation of life pass before it. It
is the cinema, the audience, the light that passes through the film and
the story itself; but this cannot be factually known for certain without
making the experience of it impossible; or, conversely, it cannot be
doubted without presupposing the very subject-object division into
separate things which is questioned. There is no conceivable way to
either know or to question an nconceivable union of consciousness
and context, either in dreams or while awake. Imagine arguing with a
dog in a dream trying to convince you that you were both the same
consciousness which had split itself into a subject and an object. What



evidence could you possibly produce that it wasn’t so? Of course the
dog can’t quantitatively prove the obverse either, but it doesn’t have
to. It only needs to lead you to a sufficiently intense experience of
qualiry. If it succeeds, you experience the dream as a dissolution of
subjectivity (‘taken out of yourself’) and objectivity (‘this is weird’),
which you call meaningful, yjust as you do during intense experiences of
waking quality. This i1s why we are fascinated with stories about
‘waking up’, from dreams, from illusions, from virtual realities and
from the fictive life script which ego surrounds itself with. It’s also
why we call conscious people awake (although this metaphorical
epithet is routinely co-opted into cliche). It’s also why great stories
can be completely unrealistic and yet, through their capacity to
express the actual weirdness of the ‘real world’, more truthful than the
factual worlds of journalism or science. It is not incredible that some
incredible factual thing is happening, but that anything is happening
at all.

* George Edward Moore, Proof of an External World

1T Immanuel Kant, Prolegomena to Any Future Metaphysics
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Everything dreams present is factually false, but essentially true.
Dreams cannot tell the literal, quantitative fact of the matter, they can
only tell the non-literal qualitative truth of it. This truth is presented,
as it can only be presented, metaphorically. I, consciousness, appear
as self, which means I appear spliz into a literal subject and literal
objects — the characters, settings and events of the dream — in order
to present a panjective quality that is neither subjective nor objective.
This quality may be an essential dread of life, or freedom, or
yearning, or numbness, which clothes itself in the dress of my self,
forming the story of the dream, of being paralysed and pursued by
floating skulls, or of bouncing up and down naked on a trampoline on
a daytime chat show, or of throwing paper planes through large grass
vaginas with Vincent Van Gogh, or of cleaning out your fridge. The
quality may be shallow, one of the feeble surface feelings modern man
experiences throughout the ordinary day — a twinge of annoyance, an
‘ooh yes, the parcel has arrived’ — or it might be almost unbearably
profound, when man sees, in dream, the intense horror of the world,
or the intense beauty of life.

So it is in waking life, in myth; with the stories we all tell, from
day to day, and with those that the myth-maker writes or performs.
Just as the quality of dreams precisely expresses the quality of life, so
that of stories does, which is how those who truthfully interpret
dreams and stories can read them; from their quality. Naturally, I can
only know this to the extent that I am conscious of quality. Those
who are not, are unaware of the meaning of either their own dreams
and stories — revealing much more about themselves in their
anecdotes and teevee scripts than they realise — or that of others,
forced to make clumsy symbolic readings. Those who are conscious
find that their lives transdimensionally blend with that of humanity,
opening up the meaning of great myth, and making their own mythic
art expressive of the non-literal, qualitative truth of life itself, enabling
them to fathom the dreamlife of the world.
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§50.

The fact is the self, and the self 1s the fact. Each self i1s born with a
unique configuration of factually accessible modes. In each self some
modes are larger, stronger, more flexible or more sensitive — swells —
while, because there is only a finite quantity of factual-causal self-
matter and self-energy, other parts of the self must be correspondingly
smaller, weaker, less flexible or less sensitive — stunts. One self, for
example, might be born with a fast, flexible, delicate conceptual-
nervous system (‘highly-strung’), a sensory-somatic apparatus that is
relatively dim (poor sense of smell, tolerant to dirt), an amorphous,
hyper-sensitive affective-visceral field and a bright iron-will; another
might have flaccid, passive thelema (‘lazy’) but inhabit a rich and
bizarre visceral-noetic realm (‘weird’ and ‘witty’) which barely
manifests in a reserved and stolid somatic life. Possible configurations
are infinite, not just between the four modes of this schematic map,
but within the modal gradations of actual selves, which are immensely
complex terrains, made up of completely unique modes, each in turn
comprising a range of sub-qualities, all influencing and
transdimensionally blending into each other as they evolve over a
lifetime in myriad, bewilderingly complex and contextually responsive
ways.

The swells and stunts of the particular self determine taste, the
particular qualities a particular self is sensitive to. This leads to
attraction to complementary experiences and, with continued
exposure, mastery of the requisite skills to deepen and widen that
experience. One self has a particular sensitivity to taste and smell, and
1s particularly attracted to food, along with a particularly ordered and
precise mind, and so gets particular enjoyment from precision baking;
while another has a powerful and flexible thelemic system, combined
with a sensitive physicality, that finds itself suited to, say, horse
training and riding. They are attracted to those activities and, if all
goes well — if they continually refine their taste, or discernment —
master them.

Taste is a function of the machine of the self. It assesses, judges



and rectifies conscious experience, but it is not creative experience
itself, which originates in consciousness. Taste, in other words, is
unselfish experience as it manifests in form, sensitising the self to
consciousness and context. This 1s why creative power must have
taste, but the most refined taste can be quite devoid of creativity, or
sensitivity; why the most ‘tasteful’ people on earth can be dull to the
point of inhumanity and the most tasteless their moral superiors. It’s
also why it 1s much easier to judge one’s own taste than one’s own
quality; you can see what you Zave, but not what you are. It’s also why
works that rely on good taste can delight and satisfy, but not szl and
seize. Finally, it’s why everyone who is unselfish has a primal
attraction to the primary pleasures of natural food, conscious people
and quality experience — none of which are, ultimately, a question of
taste (although taste can impinge on them) — but each self has its own
secondary attraction to whatever taste that the particular self is
particularly sensitive to. Primary attractions are towards essential
quality, originating in unself, which transcends taste; while secondary
attractions are towards the various manifestations of quality i self,
along with its particular needs. Egos, isolated from unself, have a
tendency to conflate the two, to take a love of nature, for example, as
a question of personal taste, on the same level as a love of trains or of
the colour blue; or to defend an unhealthy aversion to all food (or,
more commonly, all foreign food) with a healthy aversion to a few
kinds of food high in a chemical that the particular self has little need
of; or to excuse a lack of interest in its own cultural heritage as a
matter of preference, on the same level as lack of interest in certain
kinds of chocolate bar.

Secondary ‘attractions’ form a unique taste-matrix (or swell-
matrix) of specific interests and talents which changes or evolves over
time and place. Children are naturally attracted to sugar and major
keys, geriatrics prefer bitter chocolate and avoid savage dance-beats
and everyone tends to expand and refine those elements of self
connected to their unique character, and to their unique ‘local style’.
As consciousness diminishes, the more attached ego becomes to these
secondary attractions — to what I like — and the more violent and



fearful if they are threatened. As consciousness increases, the more
able I am to let go of my particular likes and explore new areas of my
inner terrain. This is easier to do when young, when the self is more
pliant and the boundaries between its tastes are softer. As selves age
they harden like bark, making it difficult to prevent taste-matrices
from ossifying into a prison of calcified likes and dislikes. Only the
conscious self, able to release attachment to secondary pleasures, can
remain supple.
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§51.

If consciousness is absent, or if the context is self-made, self grows
towards self, lop-sidededly. Strengths become absurdly swollen, like
the muscles of a professional body-builder, or the hyper-focused
knowledge of the ear-nose-and-throat specialist, or the one-directed
will-to-riches of the obsessed businessman, or the sentimental
dreamself of the historical-romance addict. Such self-inflated swells
squash out the whole character, which withers like a spindly modern
apple tree, weighed down by the immense plastic fruit-boobs the
supermarket demands. Sensitivities, in the self-directed self, become
hyper-sensitive; cowardly feebleness, for example, before demands
from the context to fight, or to do some hard physical work, or to
think about something more complicated than a daytime quiz shows;
while corresponding insensitivities become more calloused and
resistant, not just specifically but, as the source of sensitivity is
consciousness, generally too; which i1s why people who can tolerate
raw lighting, bad smells, loud noise, harsh emotions, mental junk-
food, pointless activity and institutional subservience are, despite
nursing whatever hyper-sensitivities they are constitutionally prone to,
generally speaking, morons.

The conscious self, unified with the context, activates unused,
unfelt, unthought and unperceived elements of self. Such a self enjoys
many pleasures, which leads it to be competent enough at many
things, but is particularly attracted to its innate swells, which leads it
to bewildering brilliance at a few things. In order to grow naturally in
this way — ‘well-balanced’, ‘rounded’, etc. — it must leave the known
of the self-directed self. This is why conscious people take themselves
lightly, even if they appear arrogant, over-confident or inflexibly super-
serious, because only by leaving the known of what self likes, thinks,
wants and is good at can they remain fully conscious, or allow
consciousness to direct self as it pleases. The genius might be stiffly
arrogant about his work after he leaves the workshop, or intensely
uncompromising in his quest for the good, but is the epitome of
flexible humility at the lathe.

Unconscious selves, by contrast, have few pleasures, which they



obsessively cling to. This leads to generalised incompetence and
substandard achievements, even in those few things they dedicate
themselves to, which they do by taking themselves wvery seriously.
Obsession, or addiction — a constant restless feeling that one has to do
what self is best at, or enjoy what self likes most of all, or get what the
self wants — is endemic to ego. After brief satisfaction — of getting
what it wants — the restless feeling of ego returns and, along with it,
resistance to any invitations to cross disciplines, genres, cultures or
fields of experience, or to let go of the motivating ego and melt it
down into conscious awareness of the context. To do so doesn’t just
evoke feelings of anxiety, but, as it requires energy to see or hear or
feel the new, apathy also.
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The unconscious self i1s not informed by consciousness but by uzself.
This obliterates the primary pleasure of consciousness and replaces it
with secondary, selfish tastes, directed towards what I am ‘best at’ or
what I ‘most like’. Directing attention or attentive action towards
what I am ‘worst at’, or ‘don’t like’, 1s inconceivable to the self-
informed self, and so, over time, the whole self becomes deformed,
unbalanced, lop-sided, top- or bottom-heavy, unnaturally attached to
ever-shrinking talents (or specialities) and desires (or addictions).
All unselfish experience then appears to the self-informed self as an
existential threat, to which it responds in the only way it can, with
more self; more egoic thelema (particularly ritual-methodical action
through cliched social roles), more somatic stimulation, more restless
noetic mind-pleasuring and more emotional viscera.

If self rules itself, it not only produces an unnaturally
concentrated form, it does so in fundamentally the same way that all
such selves guide themselves; towards self, cut off from context and
consciousness. There 1s no real individuality or uniqueness to ego.
Super-particular talents, opinions, likes and dislikes might give an
impression of individuality, but the tense, limited hyper-focus towards
self remains the same. This is why ego is so attached to groups of egos
with similar surface attachments, who present themselves in familiar
symbolic-cliched forms. The feeling of togetherness with people who
look and act the same as me compensates for my essential isolation
from context and consciousness, and suppresses a constant sense of
being cut off from something important, of floating over the surface of
life like a ghost. Such groups automatically reinforce their surface
commonalities, creating ever more similar selves within them.

Where lack of self tends to unique character — increasingly
more itself — ego tends to caricature — increasingly and literally
more ke itself. The most egoic people, at the end of their lives, are
like cardboard copies of their earlier selves, resembling their once
conscious quality in much the same way that a latex mask resembles a
face. Such egos we call superficial or one-dimensional. We have the



sense that there is ‘nothing much to him’, that, although the facts may
be hidden from us, the crude form tells us all we need to know. The
empty, pedantic, atheist, know-it-all expert on the television, the cold,
hard, pampered bitch-face submerged under a fathom of foundation,
the huge, famous head of weary charisma, sucking attention towards
itself like a collapsed neutron star, the manicured gravitas of the
community leader, and so on, and so forth, and so on, and so forth.
Each developed culture has a few variations on a few themes, which
vary self to self, each papered over with personality advertisements
giving the impression of variety, but, like daytime television shows and
products in the supermarket, each basically the same tedious and
tiresome outer ego, constructing itself from itself. A great deal of the
pleasure of story-telling, particularly when the story is set in a modern
world overwhelmed with the monotony of caricature, is to show a
genuine character free herself from the egoic, cliched shell of dreams
she has become.
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The autonomous self-shell is built in early childhood. From the
moment he is born, man is taught to enhance ego and suppress
consciousness. The child’s empathic awareness of the context
immediately runs into a world of cold, hard, unconscious pain, and
withdraws into itself. Its inner world of free quality, vivid feeling and
mad spontaneity are either ignored or actively punished by egoic
adults who either blunder through them like a retard through a house
of cards, or unconsciously register them as threats to be controlled or
destroyed. The miraculous, empathic connection that babies have
with conscious mothers (those who wake up ten seconds before their
child is hungry, or who can tell at a distance when they are needed)
withers on the vine and the child learns to communicate instead by
method and by technique, through tokens and gestures, and,
eventually, through mere words, all of which mean either ‘I want’ or ‘I
don’t want’. Many ‘ordinary’ mothers can, in the innate state of
superconscious, unconditional love which childbirth reconnects them
with, find themselves miraculously attuned to the inner life of their
babies, miraculously awake; but the signal soon drops out and the
young child finds himself in the universal state of misery we call ‘the
human condition’ — alone and in enemy territory, forced to do what
we all have to do to survive; dig a trench, build fortifications and peer
watchfully through the loophole at each approaching form, careful to
correctly label it ‘friend’ or ‘foe’.

Because self forms in response to consciousness, if
consciousness i1s ignored or suppressed by the world, ego takes its
place. Not instantly — although even a two-year old can, if raised in
an unconscious environment, be an egoic cretin — but gradually, over
time. Children can, in a sense, be born with ego, or the seed of it,
because they can absorb ego-fomenting insensitivity and stress in the
womb, but ego is not innate. It grows with the developing self;
thinking, wanting, worrying its way through the day, influence
spreading, slowly squeezing the charm, innocence, simplicity and
magic out of childhood until it completely dominates the inner world,



sitting over it like a tyrannical monarch (in fact this is, ultimately, why
we love to hear stories of tyrannical monarchs being overthrown).

Self also forms in response to context, which i1s to say, in
response to power in the world. Early experiences that parental or
social power is essentially benevolent lead to a basically trusting
character, a primal sense that the universe is not going to do you over.
Not so with early experiences of erratic, despotic or callous power,
which result in a constant feeling that a deadly blow is about to land,
then to an insatiable (and servile) need to be protected, by financial
power, or by the love of an audience, or by a totalitarian system or
cult, from such blows. Those who have such feelings instilled into
them /look like they are walking across no-man’s land; armed to the
teeth and ready to gun down anyone wearing the wrong-shaped
helmet, or bird-like and blinking, forever scanning the skies for falling
bombs, or numb, anaesthetised, lost in their own worlds, changing
the song on their smartphone being their last living act before
standing on a landmine.

In short; disturbing people come from disturbing homes,
anxious people come from anxious homes, depressing people come
from depressing homes, and people who are dead from the neck down
come from homes in which nothing ever really happens. None of this
1s explicit, nor is there much to be gained by trying to recover explicit
memories of it. Most of the damage has been done before we can talk,
and therefore exists pre-linguistically, or what we call ‘unconsciously’,
which is why most of the ‘talking cures’ of psychotherapy are useless,
why crude psychoanalytic accounts of x experience leading to y
disorder are far too coarse to do justice to the qualitative nuance of
early development and why hideous memories of the past are often
related in such bizarrely matter-of-fact tones. Those tortured and
exploited in their youth cannot remember the qualitative horror of the
experience, only the facts of it. In nightmares, propelled back into the
unconscious, they sometimes feel again the miseries of long ago, the
inchoate, atomic terror of being on a battlefield, the intense,
existential, childhood dread of loss and abandonment and
destruction, but they wake into the sensible daytime world of



adulthood and the intense suffering in their hearts is, for the most
part, forgotten, or layered over with dreary, ordinary, problematic
living. They look back into their distant past and it too seems
ordinary; because it is ego that 1s looking. Ego sees nothing
particularly horrifying in its own creation, certainly nothing that
would require radically dismantling itself to overcome. Much better to
fiddle around with details on the therapist’s couch, or get smashed in
front of the footy.
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I enter the world, or rather a four-dimensional entity appears to enter
a three-dimensional world, as pure consciousness and context. The
two are, in my experience, one. There 1s no this-here and that-there,
no subject-person and object-thing, there is just panjective unself in
all its strange, lived, blended intensity, a kaleidoscope of super-vivid
qualities which I am and which this s.

As I grow, consciousness and context form my self, with one or
the other appearing to take the lead. Context — the present moment
and the distal thing-in-itself that “generates” it — appears to alternate
with consciousness — the pure, still, proximal point of absolute I
“behind” my experience — to form the medial self that shapes the
world, and the social world which shapes the self. Self and world
change and grow together, each shaping and revealing more of the
other, much as the microscopic world under our optical lenses has
‘changed’ and ‘grown’ with the development of more powerful and
discerning tools.

The people around me therefore — my family and my friends
and, a little later, the functionaries of the world — and my early
experiences with them do not, wulumately, form me. It is
unquestionably partly true, not to mention useful, to think of external
influences as shaping the self into the form it now has. It is parents
and carers who, for good or for ill, convey society into the self of the
child, and who give the child the tools she needs to build her self; but
the chief task of consciously raising children is not unlike that of
consciously caring for a woodland. Man the farmer naturally shapes
an environment to his benefit, but that doesn’t mean exterminating all
the plants he doesn’t want and furiously tugging up those he does. It
means clearing obstacles to innate growth. Although children require
radically different cultural inputs than trees do, they both grow,
naturally and healthily, under their own impulse. Man the parent
might pay lip-service to this idea, but he goes about the business of
child-raising like a furniture company goes about forestry, or a fast
food company goes about raising chickens; pumping the child up with



artificial stimulants, stamping on its natural spontaneity and hard-
heartedly imprisoning it within its self by locking up the door that
divides it from the natural world. Egoic parents and carers, triggered
by the selfless innocence of children, rain down abuse on them, or,
triggered by their own fear of the uncertainty, coddle their children up
in styrofoam bodysuits, or, too self-involved to register the presence of
their children, ignore them and pay off their cries of neglect with mere
entertainment. As the child grows up and approaches the challenges
and crisis points of its life, the egoic parent distorts free perception,
pushing the child into a range of ego-fuelled reactions.

The crises and challenges of child development are those
moments when the self expands or transforms into qualitatively new
forms of awareness. They include the following overlapping (and not

necessarily sequential) stages:

1. Primal awareness. The child begins her life with no separation
between I and you; body and mother, then body and world, are
viscerally one. A point comes, however, when the child realises, pre-
noetically, that ‘I am I’ or ‘I am not you’, a sense of thelemic
autonomy. If this happens in an atmosphere of egoic emotionality, or
lack of conscious engagement, the child will be filled with a sense of
primal fear; that ‘not-I’ is a land of demonic shadows. She will then
cling to her self and begin violently asserting her self with a new
wilfulness. Constant screaming and demanding whining are common
symptoms of corrupted primal awareness.

1. Somatic awareness. Awareness and control of bodily impulses
become, and must become, a precondition to a favourable response
from the world. Egoic parents and carers however, unable to allow the
body to regulate itself, force cleanliness and self-control on children,
leading to shame, anality, suppression of spontaneity, awkwardness,
fear of dirt and so on. The fully egoic modern world also suppresses
bodily awareness by attaching the child to a bodiless digital spectacle,
a discarnate hyper-focus on addictive images which leads to

numbness and insensitivity (e.g. to fractal beauty).

111. Noetic awareness. The child learns to recognise symbols as such,



and to have power over them, chiefly language. The child also learns
that its symbolic expressions and gestures have a meaning, which it
can manipulate. The egoic child does this for its own benefit and
excitement. We call this lying, but attachment to symbols can also
appear as an excessive fantasy life or, in the modern world, as an early
addiction to virtual reality. More developed symbolic awareness we
call reasoning which, in the egoic child, is overblown into conceptual
obsessions or intellectual arrogance, or stunted into common-or-
garden stupidity.

1iv. Awareness of pain. Pain, loss, uncertainty and confusion are
constant companions for young children who are born with a fearless
intelligence with which to meet them that must be guided, or
stabilised, by the calm presence of adults. The egoic carer, unable to
be present, substitutes anxious, hovering care and a series of
punitively restrictive rules ‘for the child’s safety’. These inculcate fear
in the child, making him ripe for coercive control as he gets older.

v. Awareness of self. At some point, between the ages of seven and
ten, a child noetically realises that ‘I am I’ or ‘I am not you’. For the
egoic child, isolated from unself, this is the beginning of crippling
self-consciousness Realisation of the zhing of self also brings with it
realisation that the thing is finite; awareness of death. For the ego-
bound child, this is an horrific experience, attended by anxiety about
the world ending and horrible dreams in which evil forces pursue her.
She might ask her parents where she came from, or what death is, but
1s unlikely to receive an intelligent answer. Shielded from the reality of
selfless death, incapable of understanding it, the child learns to fear
death, and everything it represents.

vi. Social awareness. The realisation that ‘you are different from
me’ leads to the realisation that zhey are different from us, and a new
tension between individuality and society. A natural need to test social
legitimations, and find a place in a social group becomes, in the egoic
child, reckless rule-breaking (the most superficial of rebellions;
imitation by doing the opposite) and insensitivity to other people’s
needs, which it will later justify as ‘extroversion’, or subservient



obedience, and fear of other people, which it will justify as
‘introversion’.

vil. Sexual awareness. The playful, innocent proto-sexuality of
young children fairly explodes with puberty into a new form of sexual
confidence and a new need for intimacy. Egoic parents suppress
nascent sexuality, making the child, as Wilhelm Reich realised,-
‘apprehensive, shy, obedient, afraid of authority, and adjusted in the
authoritarian sense’, while the egoic male world and its constant
pornography warps pubescent sexuality into sex obsession, sexual
violence and, correspondingly, fear of or numbed antipathy towards
seX.

A child able to freely face all these obstacles, knowing that the love
and experience of his parents, and, beyond them, an essentially
benevolent reality, is behind him, is rare indeed. Most children don’t
just stumble, but pick up the obstacle and carry it through their lives
with them.

* Wilhelm Reich, The Mass Psychology of Fascism
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§55.

In primal societies, children learn without being compelled to, by
observing and then playfully copying adults, to whom they show
respect and admiration and a desire to help. They are not considered
unique or special, they do not require special spaces, special clothes or
special foods and their fears and desires are not pandered to. They are
allowed to do as they please, even if great danger is involved, without
the slightest coercion; forcing children to do things, or teaching them,
1s understood to be counter-productive and a betrayal of human
nature. Children can go where they like and observe what they like.
They are not expected to be constantly joyous, or always winning, or
free of pain, disappointment, loss or any other of life’s vicissitudes; yet
— provided they get through the perilous first few months of their
lives — they are cheerful, strong, healthy, intelligent and socially
adept.-

Contrast this with the children of today (particularly in the
West) and the picture is an almost exact negative. Children must be
continually coerced in order to learn or to do any work, which they
never willingly volunteer for. They are almost entirely cut off from the
adult world, which they treat with disinterest or contempt. They are
the targets of total surveillance and total control, all motivated by a
range of moral panics, invisible enemies and public health scares — a
demon-horde of rapists, radicals, drop-outs, disorders, diseases and
illnesses, both mental and physical. They are not allowed to
experience any discomfort, they are not allowed go anywhere near an
adult they don’t know, they are isolated from gender and encouraged
to identify with a genderless identity, they are not allowed into the
wild, they are wrapped up in cellophane and glued to an electronic
device designed by other electronic devices (sometimes called
‘people’, although this is a misnomer) for the sole purpose of
addicting the child 7o the electronic device. They are special (and don’t
they know it); their every whim is met, provided that no immediate
harm or displeasure can result; all criticism and pain, all dirt and
disease, all shock and horror, all surprise and uncertainty, everything



even slightly unpleasant is shielded from them — unless it comes to
them virtually, through a screen, or unless they break one of society’s
innumerable taboos, then retribution 1s swift. All of this is justified as
‘caring’. Children are locked up, corrupted, abused, addicted to
technology, made to talk like books and bullied into being gleaming
diamonds of uniqueness in order to ‘make them happy’. Raising
children as they have been raised in most societies on earth for most
of human history is inseparable in the mind of the modern
‘responsible’ parent from wanton child-abuse; the millennial history
of physically assaulting and mistreating children, also ‘for their own
good’, which still persists today beyond the modern middle-class
bubble of the West.

Modern children are expected to be continually thrilled and
absolutely unique, self-confident and overflowing with ‘respect’; yet
they are almost universally anxious, irritable, tight, nasty, snobbish or
incompetent. Nobody ever seriously considers why this should be so;
it must just be that children are born this way, or because ‘society’ —

through video games and social-media — teaches them. It can’t be
because:

1. Children are forced, before they can even speak, into a self-shaped
body-suit, compelled to make their way blindfolded through a
Minotaur maze of inexplicable suffering, shouted at, beaten,
manipulated or ignored, cut off from any kind of meaningful natural
or social experience, forced into a [virtual] school-room with twenty
or thirty other prisoners, made to do things they don’t want to do for
most of their lives, totally dependent on adults, and on technology,
and in constant competition with each other; albeit a bizarrely
muffled competition which must have no meaning outside the event
and which must never upset their sense of specialness.

11. The strangest, subtlest, truest but most potent level of a child’s
experience, their soft-selved consciousness and free engagement with
the context, is completely ignored by parents and teachers, who might

be delighted at its safer manifestations — the sweet gestures and
innocent comments — but who refuse to explore what this



consciousness actually is, which is to say who or indeed what the child
might actually be.

1i1. Children are surrounded by adults who are almost never secure in
their own company, who rarely pursue goals under their own
Initiative, but must be continually compelled to do so, who cannot sit
still for five seconds without reaching for an entertainment device,
who are anxious about nature or have no experience of it, who are
rarely joyous and almost never for no reason, and who are continually
preoccupied with unreal or trivial concerns; what other people think
of them, what might happen next week, whether their favourite
television show will be cancelled, who won an ‘important’ football
match, and how much money they have in the bank. Children then
either emulate all this or react against it, paying no attention to what
they are rold.

1v. What parents zell children is clearly and continually at odds with
what parents do; how they live and what they are feeling. Children are
told they are loved, they are told what to do, they are told what the
truth is; but what they are actually shown is something else entirely.
Children are raised in a world in which language appears to have
nothing to do with reality, and so language, right from the start,
doesn’t seem to mean anything, while, correspondingly, reality is
experienced as something strange, frightening, taboo or unreal.

The misery and madness of children everywhere is due to the fact
that they are raised by parents and carers who are hyperfocused,
perpetually anxious or brutishly insensitive, i1solated from reality and
addicted to self. Not all the time — even in some of the worst families
pockets of tenderness open up — but enough to ruin the lives of their
children, and, as ruined people raise ruined children themselves, the
lives of their grandchildren, who then ruin the lives of their children,
and so on, and so on, and so on.

* David Lancy, Raising Children
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The damage has been done long before children reach puberty, but it
1s cemented in adolescence, when the power of consciousness passes
from an essentially animal, ‘three-dimensional’ experience, to the
beginning, at least potentially, of a fuller, human, ‘four-dimensional’
intuition. This is experienced as an uprush of vital energy and, to the
extent that the individual has grown up in a selfless environment,
uncaused eruptions of joy, the capacity for heart-stopping sensual
pleasure, an ability to see straight through the miserable lie of the
adult world, a sense of destiny, an enthusiasm for the unnameable and
a new quality of consciousness. Teenagers may be inarticulate and
easily deceived, but they are, in principle, able to feel truths that, just
a few years later, they will look back on with condescending
perplexity.

Adolescence is also the point when self~consciousness, hitherto
an unpleasant response to social novelty, which we call ‘shyness’,
becomes an agony of fear, anger and self-doubt. This is because
consciousness — my own and that of other people — is pushed closer to
awareness, looming up before the ego as an appalling threat. The
adolescent feels — correctly — that they are now mercilessly exposed
to criticism; criticism of their failures and weaknesses and criticism of
their individuality and quality, so they move to protect themselves, to
conceal their characters and to attack anything or anyone that might
look like it has the power to expose them. They become aware that, in
order to keep the dark forces of chaos away, they must project an
idealised image of themselves into the world; pretty, sporty, witty,
sensitive, tough, moody, nihilist, and so forth. These personalties, like
the cliques which support them, are employed by the self to conceal
the self. Adolescents are unaware that the happiness, love, genius and
confidence they crave are impossible without exposure and self-
abandonment — a lesson that they might never learn.

The adolescent ego, cast out fully from the void, experiences the
insecurity and loneliness of being a completely separate self amongst
equally separate selves. The almost inevitable consequence of this, as
Erich Neumann taught-, is narcissism, as the self turns upon itself



for reassurance, inflating its own importance in terrified reaction to
the opposing pole of self-hatred and despair at one’s own
insignificance. The two — felt emotionally as volatile over-excitement
(which they take to be conscious joy) and theatrical misery (which
they take to be emotional depth) — create and reinforce each other,
leading to the famous rollercoaster ride of megalomaniacal me-ness
followed by melodramatic self-harm of teenage years.

Adolescents have a tendency to protect their awareness from
foreign incursions through an obsession with order. Ego perceives
surrender as chaos, and tends to greet all circumstances in which
conscious spontaneity and the acceptance of confusion, noise or pain
are a prerequisite to success — which is most situations — as a
pharoah’s tomb of perpetual threat (which is why they enjoy stories
about raiding magical puzzle-castles). The tolerance of bewildering
storms of information that children are born with may be suppressed
in the first ten years of life, and a child’s shyness of taking a risk
agonisingly accentuated, but with adolescence it is completely
extinguished. Nothing, but nothing, unusual must be allowed to
happen, no new situations — particularly those that demand the
exposure of spontaneity and creativity — no dirt and disorder, no
wildness, no madness. For boys (noetically inclined), video games
answer all of these needs, as does pornography, both of which can
suck teenage male minds in for years (while their somatic lives
chaotically fall apart). More wusefully, boys might express their
obsession with purity and their fear of the world as asceticism and an
attempt at self-overcoming — the original purpose of male initiation
rituals — although this can be pushed to obsessive limits and used as a
sly advertisement for specialness. Girls tend to defend themselves
against the other by walling themselves up in peer-oriented cliques,
compulsive somatic preening and a war on their own bodies. Both are
unaware that a compulsive need to protect oneself from disorder
breeds fear, as the borders of the self must be continually patrolled,
and violence, as incursions must be aggressively repelled. They are
also unaware that the system, particularly in its most advanced virtual



form, appeals to this compulsion, relentlessly feeds it and builds itself
from it.

The end point of adolescent fear, violence, self-consciousness
and self-control is a dull, hyper-selfish, extroverted, physicalist life of
constant, objective function, function, function, or, conversely, for the
introverted solipsist, a long withdrawal into schizoid subjectivism and
obsessive forms of mysticism, self-absorbed art (and hiding a fear of
engagement with the world behind an artist’s identity), fantasies of
romantic salvation, ‘psychonautic’ introspection, or the sleepy, lotus-
eating dreaminess which is the hallmark of the unformed adolescent
self, cut off from anything functional, traditional, or empirical, ready
to drift through life like a useless ghost. All of this serves the system,
which in turn relentlessly feeds ego.

* Erich Neumann, The Child: Structure and Dynamics of the Nascent Personality
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§57.

There are, very broadly, two forms of insanity that ego can inhabit.
The self-informed self 1s divided between its active poles of thinking
and willing, and its passive poles of perceiving and feeling. The active,
essentially physicalist ego hungers for control and attention. It cannot
be satisfied with mere self-control, nor be satisfied by its own
attention, because, without objective validation, the projected ‘I’ has
the same qualitative status as any other thing in the universe — it is
not sufficiently real or special — which is why it must dominate those
things, in order to confirm the reality or importance of itself zo itself.
We call this sadism, the addictive conversion of natural extroversion
into an over-attended egoic need for extroverted projection. The
passive, essentially solipsistic self, on the other hand, is essentially
submissive, terrified of the responsibility of objectivity, of being
someone, and seeks at every turn to avoid attention and relinquish
autonomy. This we call masochism, the concomitant caricature of a
natural tendency towards introversion.

Sadism tends towards objectivism, which can only know itself
by becoming a self in the objective world, a growth that is dependent
on literal mastery of material tools. In extreme, archetypical cases this
appears as stultifying, patronising paternalism and condescension,
either patriarchal control of others or matriarchal nannying.
Masochism, by contrast, tending towards subjectivism, cuts itself off
from the objective world, or at least from anything in that world that
cannot support it (sycophantic worship of power, including the power
of mob-opinion, remains a masochistic constant). This retards the
growth of the self — there is often something childish and unformed
about masochists — while preserving its autonomy and, very often, its
secret sense of specialness.

Sadism, in order to literally engage with the objective world,
demands a fixed, definite, resolute self to do so. It therefore appears
more ‘egoic’ than masochism, which, in its pure form, renounces
objective literalism, and with it the definite self. For the masochist,
there often hardly seems to be a self, so vague and wispy do they come



across, so helpful and giving, so shy of the limelight; so ‘selfless’. The
arrogant rockstar or CEO wielding charisma-power or money-power
over others, appear to us as caricatured ‘egoists’, while the humble
‘ordinary guy’ or ‘sweet and loving housewife’, who relinquish power
to others, appear to be the opposite; monotonously nice. If ego is
involved, nothing could be further from the truth. They are both
correlates, essentially the same, like the Yahweh and Satan of Judeo-
Christian mythology, ego-generated monsters, neither of which could
exist without the other. Sadists and masochists make a great play of
hate and love, grievance and reconciliation, blame and forgiveness,
but they seek each other out — in fact they often seem to be
supernaturally drawn to each other — because they need each other.

A sadistic God is the perfect sadist for masochists, the sadistic
state or system a close second; ideally both. The sadistic partner is an
optional third for the sufficiently introverted, although the essential
masochism of domesticated man lives comfortably with either sado or
masochistic gender tendencies, which is why both men and women, in
whatever role they play to each other, masochistically prostrate
themselves before Yahweh and Mammon. Contrariwise, a supine
natural universe at the mercy of man’s priapic superpower is the
perfect masochist for sadists, an adoring mass of submissive followers
a close second; again, ideally both. And again, the masochistic partner
will serve as a punch bag for the sadistically inclined, although an
essentially sadistic attitude to reality can and often does go together
with a desire to be degraded in bed.
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§58.

Without a unifying consciousness, self is forced onto a sado-
masochistic see-saw with no way off, no exit. A compulsive need to
hurt or be hurt, humiliate or be humiliated, be nothing to the all
powerful master, or be everything to our worm-like slaves
unconsciously drives ego, forcing us to the depths of depravity or, if
we do not have the courage of our perversions, or the energy to carry
them out, to consume the vast range of ‘harmless’ substitutes society
provides to quench our selfish thirst for submission and domination;
such as video games, sports, business, pornography, political
spectacle, kinky fucksex and the subtle, daily sub rosa game of master
and slave played out under the social mask.

Sadism and masochism are caricatures of strength and
sensitivity. Ego cannot discern the difference, and is unaware that it is
justifying sadism or masochism when it exalts strength and sensitivity.
Ego calls its masochism ‘sensitivity’, its mediocrity ‘humility’, its
cowardice ‘kindness’ and its anxiety ‘care’, just as it calls its sadism
‘strength’, its arrogance ‘confidence’, its selfishness ‘realism’ and its
insensitivity ‘unimportant’. It can do this — dress itself up in adverts
— Dbecause introversion and extroversion can, at least to the
undiscerning eye, appear the same as masochism and sadism.
Introverts have watery or earthy, insubstantial or self-effacing selves
and so do masochists. Extroverts have sharp or firey, active or self-
confident selves, and so do sadists. The difference is not in the nature
of the self, but in who is in charge of it. If it’s ego, there will be
nothing but the self, thus no flexibility, no humour (no ability to take
one’s selfish or submissive self lightly), no genuine sensitivity and
certainly no capacity to surprisingly inhabit a quite different mode.

The terms ‘sadism’ and ‘masochism’ are thus, again, schematic
guides. Nobody is a pure sadist or a pure masochist; the two states,
like the objectivism and subjectivism they are attracted to, can be
considered less as separate planets and more as poles of the same
body, oscillating correlatives within a self-informed self which can
only function through self-assertion and self-pity, neither of which can



exist alone any more than a one-sided coin can. Sadism is founded on
self-disgust and collapses into self-pity when it fails, and masochism is
founded on a profound cynicism which lashes out with astonishing
violence when its back is against the wall (this is indirectly evident in
the stories and myths of unconscious writers and raconteurs, which
frequently conclude a sequence of purposeless cruelties with
nauseating schmaltz). In the real world, egos are not one status or
another, but adaptable starus experts, adapting sadistically and
masochistically to whatever self wants or doesn’t want. Ego will
rigidly carry out life-annihilating laws or abase itself before Big
Money, destroy the deviance of the non-conformist or live and let live,
demand Orwellian order or permit Huxleyan chaos, all according to
the demands of the moment.

In the conscious self, by contrast, there may be the appearance
of sadism and masochism, but there is no attachment to them; both
are subordinate to a state which transcends both, which is why certain
personalities, which appear to be arrogantly sadist, or cowardly
masochist, are empathically recognised as being neither; we, to the
extent that we are conscious, perceive, in the former case, a light
attachment, an ability to laugh at the self, an essenzial humility, and in
the latter, an essential strength and integrity, an ability to act despite
quaking with delicacy or even fear. We perceive the conscious
character “preceding” the surface form.
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§59.

The active qualitative pole of extroversion and the passive pole of
introversion physically manifest as the objective fact of male and
female sex. There are only two sexes, man; bodies which produce
sperm, and woman; bodies which produce eggs. It’s not a spectrum,
nor can it be. There is no such thing as a ‘spegg’. Subjectively, or
intuitively, sex i1s experienced as the qualiry of masculine and
feminine gender. Woman is thus to female (and man to male) what
the objective, physiological representation of the colour red is to the
subjective quality, feeling and ‘sense’ of redness.

Gender can, from a subjective, largely solipsist, perspective, be
said to exist on a spectrum, just as black and white can; and just as
the various configurations and intensity of black and white create an
infinitely subtle spectrum we call grey, so do the various
configurations and intensities of masculinity and femininity, which
vary from culture to culture, person to person and even from year to
year in the same person. But this spectrum, first of all, cannot be
objectively understood without the opposites at its poles; androgyny
cannot be understood without maleness and femaleness any more
than different hues of grey can be understood without black and
white. Secondly, the ‘spectrum’ is not just of analogue hues blending
seamlessly one into the other, but also digital halftones, discrete ‘dots’
of masculinity that alternate, from situation to situation and
relationship to relationship, with femininity. Thirdly, and most
importantly, there is a primal quality of gender which, like all
qualities, “precedes” both objective, physicalist and subjective,
solipsist representations.

Generally speaking, it is the subjectivist who wishes to dismiss
binary, largely objectivist, accounts of sex and gender. Being held to
objective standards is an intolerable violation of the postmodern, self-
absorbed, solipsist self, which musz hold to the shades-of-spectral-grey
view of gender, and therefore must believe it. The solipsist does so by
ignoring the logical necessity of poles at either end of the spectrum,
and by severing the link between objective fact and subjective
experience. Nature and culture, through inheritance and upbringing,



may be necessary for our felt experience of subjective gender, but,
argues the gender-sceptic, they cannot be sufficient. Just as the
solipsist asks ‘How do we know that we’re both seeing the same red?’
so she asks ‘how do we know that gender isn’t culturally (which
amounts to saying arbitrarily) determined?’

What we do know is that; male sperm are continually produced
in their billions, ex nikilo, while female eggs passively exist right from
the start; that man’s reproductive organs are outside of him, while
those of a woman are invisible; that the brains of men and women are
structured differently and comprise different kinds of nerve cells; and
that the sexes each have completely different endocrine (hormonal)
systems. These facts, and others like them, explain crude elements of
gender, such as the dating and pairing strategies of the sexes (women
tend to play the long game, preferring emotionally stable,
monogamous relationships, while men tend to prefer emotionally-
uninvolved couplings), their attitude to each other (man wins, woman
is won), their appearance (women are fatter, smaller and more
delicately featured than men) and various standard psychological facts
relating to reproduction (men tend to be more assertive, risk-prone
and thrill-seeking than women, who tend towards a safer modus
vivendr). Although such verifiable facts wreck the rebars of an entirely
subjectivist account, the solipsist can still construct a complementary
argument, correctly arguing that the facts of sex no more ‘explain’ the
experienced quality of gender than, as Kant noted, the molecules of
cinnabar ‘explain’ the experienced quality of redness. There must be
an aspect to gender, as to all quality, which transcends the facts.

The way through the subjectivist-objectivist impasse is the same
here as elsewhere. Finally, and ultimately, the principles of
masculinity and femininity exist neither in the secondary objective
facts nor in equally secondary subjective feelings and thoughts, any
more than love does, or innocence, or justice. Men and women, and
male and female, are, ultimately, objective “expressions” of primal,
universal, principles or qualities — the thing-in-itself of man and
woman — which “manifest” in representation; as both the objective
biochemical, cellular, physiological and morphological differences



between the sexes and the quality or character which appears to us,
subjectively, as gender. Objective, causal, genetic explanations of sex
and gender are impossible to ignore, as are our subjective feelings,
desires, perceptions and conceptions, but the primary explanation for
both is the same as that of understanding and standing under; that
both sex-fact and gender-quality are representations of the thing-in-
itself; of male-in-itself and female-in-itself, which “inform” the quality
of gender, making it, like all other unselfish qualities, impossible to
literally or factually grasp. You either know what love is, or mojo, or
funk, or you don’t. You either know what it means to be a man or a
woman, or you don’t; and if you don’t, no objective fact or subjective
feeling or opinion will bring you closer. This is why although ‘sex can
be discussed in the unambiguous language of science... gender
bespeaks a complementarity that is enigmatic and asymmetrical. Only

metaphor can reach for it’.-
* Ivan Illich, Gender
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§60.

Women, naturally, have finer or more swollen visceral and somatic
systems, while men have finer or more swollen thelemic and noetic
systems. What this means 1s that, because the visceral-somatic, passive
pole of self is “closer” to consciousness, women are predisposed to
less egotism; or certainly at least less overt, literal egotism than noetic-
thelemic man, who is abstractly split from experience and energetically
motivated to journey through it. Pre-civilised cultures, along with
naturally sensitive selves everywhere, understand this; that man must
spend the first thirty to forty years of his life working back to a place
that women never leave. That place is called f&ere, the experience of
which comes to us as the presence that the mature man achieves, and
the presence that the natural woman both is and values in man. The
principle of the feminine thus “precedes” that of the masculine, just
as the female body ‘precedes’ that of the male, giving birth to it. The
mission of man, and even of the male mind in woman, is to return to
original, unselfish, feminine consciousness, or, as the Tao Te Ching
has it, ‘to know the male, but to abide by the female’.-

The active, conceptual, thelemic emphasis in the male means
that, generally speaking, he tends to be more utilitarian, competitive,
unemotional, assertive, insensitive to dirt and to risk, open to abstract
ideas and conceptually self-oriented. He tends to be in charge of
formal, literal, public domains (society as a thing) and tends to be
more interested in ideals or ambitions than in material health, safety
and comfort. He is less sensitive to non-verbal cues than women,
tends to be less facially and physically expressive and tends to be more
decisive and assertive in his speech; more likely to interrupt and less
likely to really listen. He tends to have greater visual-spatial thinking
intelligence, a greater ability to focus on abstractions and his creativity
tends to be extrinsic. Man has a decreased ability to think discursively
or to perceive intuitive similarities between remote concepts, and is
susceptible to plan-addiction and to obsessive intellectual insensitivity.
He has a tendency to mental egotism, to a restless desire to tease and
torture, to explicit aggression, to sex-obsession, schizophrenia and
outright sadistic psychopathy. This egotism is because man must



project himself beyond the body, but, in doing so, he cuts himself off
from the mystery and the intelligence of the body.

Woman, having more sensitive-swollen visceral and material
systems, i1s more passive and more receptive than man, tending to
have greater feeling intelligence and empathy, physical sensitivity and
overall [soft] awareness. Her creativity tends to be mnzrinsic. She has a
softer body than man, and so avoids dirty, gruelling work, and a softer
self also, and so, being less naturally egoic, is far more likely to be
spontaneous and aware of the context. She tends to be in charge of
informal, private social domains (society as an activiry), tends to be
more interested in the reality of our material lives, rather than in
1deals and ambitions, and is more interested in intimate, cooperative,
egalitarian, non-confrontational relationships. She is more physically
affectionate and viscerally demonstrative than man, tending to smile
and cry more. She has a reduced facility with perspective, less interest
in causal reasoning, isolated, abstract systems and ideas, less ability to
make systematic, clock-based plans and, overall, less need to get
somewhere or achieve something or stick to the poinz. Woman has a
tendency to emotional egotism, to masochism, body-obsession and
self-harm, to neediness (particularly after the sex-threshold has been
crossed) and to avoidance of manifest conflict (preferring subterfuge
and wars of attrition). She is rooted in the mystery of the body; forced
to egoically depart from this, she turns oz the body.

* Lao Tzu, The Tao 1e Ching (tr. Ellen Chen)
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§61.

Variations on the themes of gender are naturally colossal, varying
from person to person, context to context. Nevertheless we generally
find that:

i. All things being equal, men make better judges than women,-
because they can more completely separate themselves from the
situation. Women have greater difficulty being dispassionate; having,
for example, a detached intellectual argument. They have greater
difficulty separating pure ideas from personal interaction and are
more likely to take critical comments as personal attacks. If, however,
it 1S compassion you need, or loving kindness, you are, all things being
equal, more likely to get it from a woman.

i1. Women, generally speaking, make poor song-writers, scientists,
novelists and philosophers. They don’t have the ambition to scale the
heights of abstraction and technical skill required to do these things.
There has never been a female Beethoven, a female Kant, a female
Tolstoy, a female Beatles or a female Monty Python and there never
will be. Women can, of course, write good songs, make good jokes,
write good books and say meaningful and original things, but they
cannot construct the same vast cathedrals of artistic majesty that men
can, largely because they don’t really want to. Woman s that which
male art is merely of.

iii. Women excel at improvised theatre, song and dance, informal
communication and speech, discursive literature (and letter-writing),
decorative and illustrative art, hand-craft, such as pottery and textile
design and sensuously embodied sculpture. These tend to be
demeaned in the male art world as light, superficial, ‘primitive’ or folk
art. As does the transcendent art of living. Beethoven i1s not superior
in any meaningful sense to my mother; quite the opposite, and if he
could meet her, he’d probably agree.

iv. A naked, dumpy, man running away from an angry landlord is, or
at least potentially can be, funnier than a naked, dumpy woman; we
laugh at the uglier male form and the breaking of the uglier male



dignity, whereas we just feel pity at a debased woman’s body. This is
why certain forms of sarcasm and abuse are permitted towards men,
but display a criminal lack of gentility when aimed towards women.

v. Women make better gatherers than men, while men make better
hunters. If you’re out mushroom hunting with a mixed sex group of
equal ability, the women, provided they are calmly incarnate, will
usually find more. Correspondingly, a man looking for something in
the fridge will laser in on one point after another and declare there is
no jam, while a woman will see the gestalt and pull out the jar.

vi. Women, provided they are mot emotionally disturbed, are, on the
whole, more aware of the mood of the room than man; a woman will
sniff out a bad vibe and carefully manage a delicate situation that a
man will blunder through like a kind of retarded ogre.

vii. Men die earlier than women, die more often at work, are more
likely to commit suicide, are more likely to go to prison, are far more
addicted to pornography, video games, alcohol and drugs, are more
likely to be homeless, are more likely to be autistic and schizophrenic.

viil. Teenage girls are more or less women, inexperienced and girlish
perhaps, or — increasingly — corrupted by a hyper-masculine, hyper-
egoic culture, but still far more mature than teenage boys who,
despite being charming, smart and beautiful, are idiots or, at best,
unformed.

ix. If you are driving through a new city and you can choose between
asking a man or a woman for directions, and you choose the latter,
you are an imbecile. If you are in a forest at night and nobody knows
which way to go and only instinct can find the way forward; ask a
woman.

X. Man will complain to woman in the following terms; ‘but you
didn’t say that’, ‘but why didn’t you say so?’ ‘how was I supposed to
know?” And woman will think, ‘you idiot’. Woman prefers to
communicate by implication, by gesture, by context, frustrating and
delighting the ponderous literalism of man, which she has a tendency
to smash to pieces, or want to.



xi. Woman, however, is also sensitive to all kinds of extraneous,
irrelevant gusts of visceral affect and man’s detached self can and
sometimes must ‘keep her straight’. Just as man finds relief in the
spontaneous, wet chaos of her heart, so she finds relief in the simple,
dry order of his.

xii. Work is more important to man, because he finds himself in it.
Man must build his life (and through it, our society) and in doing so
he comes know his self and, to a certain extent, if he is to do a good
job, overcome it. Woman has no such need. She already knows her
self is secondary and so has no need to overcome it in work. Certainly
she will szzll do so, and certainly she will work and love it; but the need
1s not there. What she needs, more than anything else, is to be
unselfish with other selves, in the experience called love. Because she
has learnt what love is not, she has learnt to turn her back on it in
favour of her work, her addictions, her children and her emotions, but
none of these things ever satisfies her unless she is rooted in unselfish,
impersonal love.

Man naturally yearns to realise himself in his work; but for what?
For woman. For that which, more than anything on earth, represents
unself to him, which is why he is compelled towards her, towards the
still centre of his moving world. He yearns beyond the body, beyond
the senses, even beyond the idea, to the transcendent beyond in which
he can fulfil himself. Unless he is rooted in the female ground he will
spin off into sterile space and conquer nothing but dust. Because
most men are ego, they are unable to reach the abyss beyond — reach
woman as she really is — and so they reach nothing but their selves in
their work, in their society, in their history, which end up being for
themselves; for their satiety, safety and sex.

Imagine if it were otherwise, if everything that man did was not
merely to impress woman, to get her into bed, or have power over the
world she is trapped in, but to delight her; if all our stories, songs,
buildings and games of ping-pong were offerings to the goddess. As
D.H. Lawrence wrote, with typical extravagance, ‘when a man shall
look at the work of his hands, that has succeeded, and shall know that
it was begotten in him by the woman of his body, then he shall know



what fundamental happiness is’.*T As it is, we live, effectively, in a
world imagined by a lonely fourteen year old boy masturbating, from
sheer boredom, over his own image.

xiii. Man dreams of woman, woman dreams of being dreamt of. Man
thinks of woman, woman thinks of being thought about. Man, as John
Berger noted,* regards woman, while woman regards herself regarded.
On a grander scale man, as Spengler wrote, makes history, while
woman s history.

Everyone departs from gender norms to some degree. The East tends
to be, in some respects, more feminine than the West, modern women
tend to be, again in some respects, more masculine than women two
or three generations ago, males together behave differently than they
do when they are with women, both sexes behave differently when
they think their personalities are being observed, and each of us
oscillates between aggressive assertion and passive reception from
time to time, and place to place.

Nevertheless, man remains masculine in principle, and woman
remains feminine in principle. When an assertive, hyper-masculine,
hyper-hetero man’s man looks into the heart of the gayest, most
feminine and yielding homosexual man on the planet, he sees, or
rather he senses, the knowable. They couldn’t be, formally, more
different. They might completely refuse to see any similarity between
themselves. Probably will. But somehow they always detect that they
are in the company of someone who, despite different thoughts,
thinks in the same way, and despite different desires, desires in the
same way. Not so with a woman, again, no matter how butch,
masculine, aggressive, cerebral and lesbian she is. Here, says the man,
1S a creature who appears, in every manifest sense, to be the same as
he 1s; but he feels out something else, the unknowable. Even she herself
might be unaware of it — today she almost certainly is — but there it
1s; the essential difference between men and women.

* Arthur Schopenhauer, Parerga and Paralipomena
1 D.H. Lawrence, Study of Thomas Hardy



1 John Berger, About Looking
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§62.

Man, being “cut-off” from the whole, must spend his life returning to
it. This noble mission is expressed, in myth, as the hero’s journey;
the call to adventure, the training, the trial, the battle with the demon,
the prize and the return.- The dull mass of average men either take
this story literally, in order to win a pathetic worldly prize — usually
success in sport or in business — or they find some way to duck out,
either by attempting the impossible, which gives them a good excuse
to fail, or by playing it safe and becoming a manager, doctor, landlord
or modern artist. All this gives the impression that ‘man is a simple
beast’, for the overwhelming majority of men are. Those few who are
not, who are initially guided by the love and instinct of wise parents,
and then by the terrible and perfect intelligence of life, who have
rejected the worldly imperative to become themselves in favour of a
subtler and nobler aim, strike women as either a mysterious miracle of
originality, or a threat to their very being. (Woman’s ability to sense
this, to mstantly know that she is in the company of a conscious man
— someone to unselfishly love or someone to egoically hate — i1s, or
can be, almost magical.)

Woman, being “complete” in a way that man is not, and
“closer” to unself than he is, does not need to seek wholeness, she just
needs to learn to live it, removing obstacles — and they are mighty —
as she goes. It goes without saying that she does gain experience, and
achieve things, becoming more powerful; but she has no need for this
power, never naturally aspires to it, and can, in her natural state, give
it away in a heartbeat. Woman does not yearn for the hero’s treasure,
preferring to go on the heroine’s journey, a meaningful but playful,
picaresque and ultimately ammless pilgrimage through a varied and
interesting life. She can certainly be single-pointedly serious — in fact,
devastatingly so — but she chooses the playful profundity of an enzire
landscape to live in or to explore, rather than an obsessive drive to
experience the transformative intensity of a focused path to the peak.
Socially speaking, woman begins in the womb and she stays there.
She should be literally free to roam of course, but there is no need to



drive her out of the nest, no need to put her through trials of
independence and self-overcoming, which is why primal cultures
rarely do.

The ego of man is larger, harder and more powerful than that of
woman. She can, in a sense, be as egoic as man and, what’s more,
because she has fewer defences against ego, even more vicious, cruel
and cold; but her ego tends to be implicit, passive, undemonstrative,
visceral and somatic, often not coming to conceptual expression at all,
and so, apart from seeming less egoic, she is, through being incarnated
in the body and one with the subtlest level of self — the affective
psyche — already home. There is something unfathomable in her. In
egoic woman, this comes to us as frighteningly erratic emotionality,
but in a real woman, underneath her endearing sweetness and day-to-
day simplicity, there is a bottomless void which manifests as a
discerning intelligence and presence that is utterly terrifying to the
egoic male, who will go to extraordinary lengths to protect himself
from it, running constantly from her into his work, into other women,
or into the company of men, or controlling her, imprisoning her,
putting her down and belittling her, or, his favourite tactic, provoking
her fears and doubts.

* Joseph Campbell, The Hero with a Thousand Faces
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§63.

The inherently unselfish quality of woman means that, generally
speaking, there are always far more ‘better’ women around than men.
But although her options appear to be more limited than his, and
although she more often has to settle for a partner who is not worthy
of her, she knows that this has to be so, that a man will always be
more or less a man. What is important for her is for a man to be on
the hero’s journey; where he is on it, is kind of secondary. It would be
lovely, to be sure, if he had actually rescued her from the dragon, but
she’s happy to wait; as long as he’s on his way. If she starts to think that
he doesn’t have the pluck to go the full distance, she will worry. If she
perceives that he has given up, or that he’s going somewhere else, she
will hate him.

This is why, although a woman might profess a need for bland,
indiscriminate ‘equality’, and gain shoddy solace from hanging
around puppyish semi-men, she szl/l, sometimes despite herself,
expects her male partner to lead in a dance, to make bold decisions
(even trivial ones, like choosing where to sit in a public space), to
behave with male dignity and to engage in the hero’s journey, The
Noble Quest — in short, to grow a pair. It’s also why, although
women naturally seek men with attractive characters — who have the
noetic quality of intelligence, the thelemic quality of spiritedness, the
visceral quality of sensitivity and the somatic quality of
resourcefulness (the precise configuration depending on her own
character) — what she desires more than anything else, more than
money, more than muscles, more than a cool wardrobe, more than
fame, more than good looks, more than anything which can be
named, is what we call presence and courage. The fact that these
qualities cannot be literally understood or even adequately named is
the source of all the blether about ‘what women want’. Women know
exactly what they want, they just cannot put it into a nice little bullet-
by-bullet presentation for idiotic men to follow along to.

The nameless qualities woman seeks in a desirable man show to
her that he has the capacity to do the only thing she ever really wants



him to do, overcome his naming self. This is why all loving women
everywhere demand that men ‘don’t take themselves seriously’. Not
because woman wants a humble, self-effacing clown at her side. She
needs him to have a split self (sometimes misleadingly called ego) but,
much more than, this she needs to know that he can put it aside. It’s
also why women prefer men to make the first move, and then often
place obstacles in his path to her vagina; to measure the depth of his
composure and the circumference of his balls.
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§64.

Men are born masculine and women are born feminine n principle;
but just as any principle of character can be said to be shaped by
hereditary factors and environmental conditioning, so the natural
sense and meaning of masculinity and femininity is shaped by nature
and by culture. And just as egoic culture distorts character, overlaying
it with personality, so it distorts natural gender, overlaying it with
sexual pseudo-gender and asexual mono-gender.

Pseudo-gender is to masculinity and femininity what sadism 1is
to extroversion and masochism is to introversion; a self-directed, self-
inflating caricature of self. Pseudo-gender (or sexualism) began many
thousands of years ago, at the dawn of the civilised system, when the
male ego took control of self, and began filling up consciousness with
ever more degraded copies of itself, and took control of society, which
became a hyper-masculine battle of all against all for top spot on the
ziggurat of cock-dominance, the point of maximum extrinsic power
from which he could impregnate the maximal number of women, who
were in turn compelled to embody caricatures of femininity. The
result was a world of filthy, bellicose, hyper-rational, physically
powerful men lording it over vain, manipulative, unreasonable,
physically feeble women. These ‘traditional gender roles’ are still with
us today, mostly outside the middle-class West or at the base of the
social hierarchy, where they have further degraded to the moronic,
knuckle-dragging, cultureless autism of the modern mass male and
the outrageously shallow, preening, unstable, self-hatred of the
modern mass female.

Caricatured sexualists have caricatured views of the opposite
sex. For pseudo-gendered woman, man is nothing but a walking
talking penis, easily bored with his toys, easily bored with his woman,
either a sadistic bastard who deals with life by controlling it, or a
masochistic coward, who deals with life by avoiding it; usually both.
For pseudo-gendered men, women are emasculating succubi, either
deceitful and manipulative bitches or servile doormats; usually both.
These caricatures, being based on caricatured selves, are factually
correct; the average mass man s indeed a predictable dickhead, the



average mass woman, an erratic bitch.
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§65.

The gender-cliches of average man and woman are a consequence of
egoic culture, which imposes stereotypical self-reinforcing gender
roles on children, moulding their gender identities to cliched norms
and forcing selves to become more and more /ike selves, in this case,
caricatured sexualised selves. Asexualists never tire of telling us this,
and they are right. That society can and does work in the opposite
direction however; this does not cross the asexual mind, because it
cannot. That a male world, made by and for males for thousands of
years, might somehow, with its constant competition, constant drive
to ‘progress’ and constant development of and use of male forms of
hyper-focused conceptualisation, make women more male; or that the
mediated world that hyper-masculine men and women create, one in
which function gives way entirely to abstract form, that this might
suppress gender; or that, finally, for egos cut off from their own
nature, a genderless society might become more attractive, that they
might want to manage society so that threatening aspects of
masculinity (self-mastery for example) and threatening aspects of
femininity (innocence for example) are annihilated; all this is beyond
the pale for the mono-gendered, although it is what happens. As
civilisation progressed, it became possible for more and more men to
1solate themselves further and further from their incarnate bodily
experience of unselfish nature. Those most unselfish and natural
people, women, became at best children-machines and sexual
spittoons, at worst an existential threat, to be excluded from male
consciousness by any means necessary; chiefly through work, warfare,
sport, drugs, pederasty and homosexual relations, which are still
man’s favourite hiding places.

For while man is basically, inherently, masculine and woman
basically, inherently, feminine — the transparent and repeatedly,
empirically verified fact that biological sex dictates gender in more
than 99 percent of us — society determines the extent to which gender
1s expressed or suppressed. Upbringing and social conditioning affect
all aspects of personality, and gender, being fundamental to



personality, is no different. Thus, for example, a man will almost
inevitably be masculine, but this ‘masculinity’ might be suppressed or
enhanced by one’s parents or one’s culture, producing more feminine
men or more hyper-masculine men. In addition, the expression or
cultural definition of gender-preferences will vary, so that a masculine
man is more likely to be attracted to short hair, narrow hips and small
breasts in one culture but to long hair, wide hips and ‘shelf-effect’
bubble-arses in another.

These influences epigenetically propagate through generations,
leading to long-term shifts in gendered expression. Thus women in
gender-suppressing or gender-caricaturing cultures will give birth to
mono-gendered and pseudo-gendered children (or children heavily
disposed to asexuality and sexuality) respectively, in much the same
way that women living through a famine or through a time of
abundance will tend to produce, and raise, slight or chunky children,
and rich mothers will tend to produce and raise tall, bland-faced
beauties. Likewise, sexual orientation appears to be more biological —
innate — but environments can also epigenetically influence gayness,
making its appearance appear innate. This is expressed as the frequent
red-herring that ‘I have always known I was gay’. In the same way I
might have ‘always known I was hungry’, or even that I have ‘always
known I am tall’, but this doesn’t mean these traits aren’t culturally
determined.
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§66.

The causes of homosexuality or ambiguous gender are not
fundamentally different to those for height, arrogance, depression or
musical taste. There may be some genetic, epigenetic or biological
component to how tall, cocky, sad, funky, gay or lusty you are, but the
decisive factors with such manifestations of innate (and innately
gendered) psyche — particularly as they relate to personalitry — are
environmental, social and domestic; just as some societies have taller,
sadder or funkier people than others, so some have gayer or more
androgynous people than others. That being the case, we would
expect to find, for example, that simple, primal, pre-civilised societies,
in which unselfish love-making is common, and in which all have
constant, unmediated access to the wild, have had, despite extremely
high libidos, no, or almost no, lfelong or exclusive homosexuality
(where lack of attraction to, or unwillingness to marry, someone of the
opposite sex was rare or non-existent). And that’s what we do find.
Where ‘homosexuality’ has occurred in simple, egalitarian tribes it has
mainly been casual, playful and very often confined to adolescent
experimentation, almost never a long-term marriage, or an expression
of an ‘identity’, such as many homosexual people today cling to in lieu
of character.

We would also expect to find that societies which privilege
bodiless, noetic form over corporeal, somatic function (i.e. the typical
middle-class life of superficial mind-work), which punish or frustrate
innate or traditionally gendered expression and gendered
relationships, which curtail exposure to radical otherness (wilderness,
darkness, silence, etc.), which display high levels of stratification and
restrict access to mates, all have more homosexuals. And that is also
what we find. Unless, that is, you are committed to the modern career
and personality-enhancing ideology of queerism; then you’re not
really interested in looking, unless it be to look for exceptions — the
gay dolphin, the trans shaman, the lesbian ‘experience’ — which are
greeted with the same disproportionate fanfare as the discovery, by
feminists, of a lone woman hunter, a second-rate woman



philosopher or a minor woman scientist, all hailed to the high
heavens.

Not, it need hardly be added, that there is anything sinful or
wrong with men putting their penises in the anuses of other men, or
women sexually pleasuring other women, if that’s what they want to
do. Nor i1s there anything unnatural about those extremely rare and
wonderful cases in which someone really is born in the ‘wrong’ body.
Rather, once we’ve seen through the distorting ideology of modern
thought, and cleared away the gender-corrupting influences of
civilisation — including civilisation in its very earliest forms — we find
that the real reasons why so many men are not attracted to women,
and vice versa, and why so many young children are so appallingly
confused about their sexuality (or subjected to the abomination of
‘gender counselling’), is very often because of fear, frustration,
desperation and, above all, the influence of an insane, gender-
annihilating, society.
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§67.

The final, and most devastating, consequence of a mono-gendered
society, one which feminists dare not look fully in the face, is that, in
the brave new asexual world, the male ego is not just still the winner,
but is able to gain more power. The situation is not unlike the fabled
‘level-playing field’ that colonial powers created in the nations they
granted ‘home-rule’ to. They would wreck a resource-rich ‘third-
world’ country, plunder the environment, place corrupt elites in
charge, force the nation into debt and ensure that the entire populace
1s addicted to the international market; then allow ‘free and fair trade’.
Likewise, man spends millennia wunconsciously constructing a
civilisation according to the needs and desires of the male ego, a
world that is built on rabid, restless, abstract, male fears and desires,
which, consequently, you have to be an insensitive, hyper-focused,
monomaniacal, automaton to successfully engage with; and then
happily cedes to feminist demands for equality within it. In both cases
the game has been pre-rigged, leaving third-worlders in the first case,
and women in the second, like football teams playing uphill, into the
sun, wearing high-heels.

No matter how fair and egalitarian the world seems, it remains
permanently, inherently, tilted 45 degrees in the favour of man. The
individual, in the mono-gendered world, is supposed to free his or her
self from its environment, strive towards an objective achievement and
realise his or her self through that achievement; all male prerogatives.
Such achievements include running a successful business, getting to
the top of a professional career-ladder, writing a best-seller, inventing
something that makes a lot of money, solving a problem in science,
winning an Olympic Gold and working out why your operating
system isn’t working properly, al/l of which require masculinity; single-
mindedness, intense drive, abstraction, technical expertise, self-
control and, in most cases, horrendous insensitivity. Women who
succeed in such a world — which, for us, s the world, and every
moment within it — are either forced to become, effectively, men, or

they start out that way (‘I have always known I was a gamer’).
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§68.

Mono-gendered ideologues prefer to believe that if everyone learns
that gender is entirely a function of upbringing, education and
environment, if the world is designed to allow all women equal
opportunity and equal pay, and if every feminist demand is
everywhere met, that social, intellectual and psychological standards
will instantly become neutral. In the real world — made by and for the
male ego — masculinity remains the standard. Femininity becomes
devalued, scorned and destroyed, along with the nature that it
manifests. Discrimination doesn’t wink out of existence in a hyper-
abstract, technocratic, mind-mediated world, rather it stops targeting
women (or homosexuals), and turns instead towards discrimination
against subtlety, sensitivity, generosity, irrational love, mysterious
physicality and the simple, incarnate truth of feminine being.
Discrimination, in other words, continues to exist, but 1S now
unthinkable.

Take love, a state that women are far more familiar with than
men. In an important sense, woman s love, and you can tell pretty
well the status of love, how rarely it is experienced and how poorly it
1s understood, by the fact that self-appointed defenders of women,
feminists, are largely disgusted by the word, or by the idea that their
innate genius resides in what the word actually represents. They
prefer to see ‘love’ as caring, as being motherly, as being meek,
inoffensive, nice. They then reject this caricature of ‘love’ in favour of
the ‘strength’, ‘power’ and ‘pride’ of their masculinised, worldly
personalities. For the feminist, ‘genius’ means cultural achievement,
artistic truth, transcendent expression and stand-up comedy — all of
which men excel at, the genius of man. The genius of woman, far
more profound — the source of everything that man seeks to achieve
— 1is completely ignored in Standard Gender Discussion. It does
nothing for your special identity or personality, it does nothing for
your career or your grades, it does nothing for modern woman or
modern man.

On a less damaging but equally depressing level, an asexual



world also has it that men and women should be treated equally in
their intimate relations; and, again, men are the winners. The idea that
woman enjoys casual sex as much as man, despite the fact she feels
used after it — and he, if he has the slightest conscious awareness of
his inner state, feels guilty — serves man, quite obviously, as does the
belief that he does not need to show her any greater consideration, or
display gentlemanliness, decisiveness or make even trivial gestures of
commitment, such as paying for a meal, because he wouldn’t do these
things for his mates. He can casually chat with her, casually fuck her
and then casually push her out the door because that’s what he would
do if she were a man. That’s equality, yeah? She buys into it, at least
verbally or intellectually — while feeling her heart shrink at every
pusillanimous lack of pluck (such as fear of making a move or making
a decision), every gesture of capitulation (such as acceding to her
emotion without taking a manly stand) and every unfeeling disregard
for the honour of being with her (such as treating her like an object).
A world of sexual pseudo-gendered cockmen, bitches and
sexists and asexual mono-gendered feminists, homosexuals and
metrosexuals is no different to any other bipolar egoic society. Each
group correctly believes the other is insane while incorrectly believing
that all those beyond the self-knowable must also be insane. Each
group sees society as a handful of cliched categories, while generating
its own cliched photocopy of a photocopy of a photocopy of its self,
leading to a small quantity of predictable, easily-lampooned, gender
types; the bitchy, anal, neurotic homosexual man; the Dblank,
swaggering, throaty, ever-ready-to-anger feminist woman; the feeble,
pap-faced and perfumed millennial man-boy; the nice-car, well-
paying-job, air-punching, reptilian predator; the hopeless, fretting,
puddle-woman punchbag; the ‘such a lovely’ family man functioning
for forty years on friendly autopilot while secretly wanking in his
garage; the hard, cynical, pointy-shoed, money-grabbing tart; and so
on and so forth. This is the actual ‘gender spectrum’ of the world,
twenty-odd shades of monotonous and caricatured unpeople, varying
slightly from culture to culture, and plastered over with an obsessively
curated compensatory surface personality or advertised ‘identity’.



Incapable of seeing outside self-projection, the selfish sexist and
the selfish feminist both assume that any radically different
genderedness — that of the real man and the real woman — must
also be the enemy. It is as inconceivable to a penis-brained hyper-male
that sensitivity and camp fabulousness can be expressions of
masculinity as it i1s to a right-winger that radical anarchism and
Luddism can be conservative, tradition-honouring attitudes; but it is
the truth. The real man and the real woman are mysterious creatures
indeed.
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§69.

Only real men and real women are capable of true love. This is the
fully gendered experience of being selflessly ungendered with someone.
The paradox is the same as that of unself having no relation to self-
representation, and therefore both fully in it and completely
independent of it (or neither in it, nor independent of it). Love is
neither a fact nor an opinion. I am, in true love, incarnate in my
manifest, gendered body and, at the same time, conscious “behind”
the gendered self with another, who is equally conscious. The thing-
in-itself that I are there is then one with the thing-in-itself that you am
here. This does not destroy self, rather it allows self to grow naturally
with another self in the marvellous experience we call
complementarity. Not the two unknowns of the sexual couple,
strangers oscillating between fear and violence, nor the two knowns of
the asexual couple, friends oscillating between excitement and
boredom; rather the two unknowables of true romance, lovers, forever a
mystery one to the other, two distinct, unique selves, growing apart,
yet one in the same sweet, mysterious, voluptuous plasm of unself.

To love, I let go of self, and in letting go, I don’t just experience
the other fully, but I reveal my self fully; thus love and knowledge are
the same thing. This demand for total exposure is why so few can
fully love; they can no more tear their hearts open in bed, than they
can on the stage or on the dancefloor, or in the forest, and must use
technique to compensate. They occasionally feel the rending impulse
to release, and give, and let go, but the weight of the self is far too
great, which is why they so often take to drink to suppress self and for
once in their lying lives say what they mean.
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§70.

The root of love is reached through overcoming the self in the
experience called transcendence. Love is not an emotion.= It is a
feeling, a sensation, an action and a pristine idea, all of which are
rooted in unself. Without transcendent consciousness, ideas become
dreams, actions become inapt, sensations become sybaritic and
feelings become emotions; intense like and want, which the self calls
‘love’ but which, when the lover threatens the self-informed self (as all
lovers do), instantly turn to intense don’t like and intense don’t want
— to hatred.

This is personal love; self-informed attachment of the
personality. Because there is no conscious, impersonal love
informing the experience, the relationship to the other is addictive; a
desperate, hyper-concentrated tyrannical adoration in which the
whole of the other is sliced up and that which does not fit an intensely
wanted ideal discarded or hated. The adoration fades, but the ideal
forms an addictive entity in the self, a psychic double of the other
which, when they depart or die, shatters in agony. This experience we
call heartbreak, but it is actually self-break. The almost
unimaginable horror of which — coming to us as a kind of death, or
murder — keeping half the miserable world glued to the other half.

Without the capacity for impersonal, mutual transcendence,
selves become attached to the “effects” of love, the modal pleasures of
it, which thereby degrade into selfish emotions, masochistic vanity
and sadistic love of power. When self is in charge, mystery and
complementarity vanish, replaced by, at best, a living death of
cohabitation and compromise, two selves slowly refining, over the
years, their capacity to torture each other. Or the egoic need for
security and for the company of someone who is sensitised to one’s
needs and desensitised to one’s faults might replace adoration with
neediness; either desperate, indiscriminate attachment to an idealised
love-object, painfully jealous of any move of the other towards
integration back into the totality of life, or pathetic, infantile
dependency on feelings of security that long-term attachment to



mummy-daddy surrogates engenders.

Another option for the ego is restless promiscuity, serial
monogamy, constant casualness or sexual abstinence; all techniques
for keeping the other at a distance, never letting anyone get too close,
for fear that ego’s power to do as it pleases, to pleasure itself or reign
supreme in the kingdom of self-determination might be threatened.

* Barry Long, Making Love
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§71.

Overcoming self allows the quality of impersonal love as it
“manifests” in self — visceral affection, energetic attraction,
conceptual friendship and material sensuality — to remain non-
addictive, but this is possible, and only possible, if both partners are
committed to continual self-mortification; overcoming their selves
and breaking down their cliched images of each other, in order reach
across the divide. Without such a selfless mission — without
constantly acting to break down cliched patterns of perception,
conception, volition and affection — all partnerships are doomed. All
of them. Not doomed to break up — couples do break up, sometimes
even naturally — but doomed to frustration, loneliness and loveless
misery, which live under the public presentation of the /loveliest
couples, the Zappiest marriages and the most wonderful relationships.

The need for self-mortification goes hand in hand with the need
for self-development, which means there are two qualities to
romantic love; depth — the degree of impersonal unselfishness you
share in common — and width — the degree of personal harmony your
two selves experience together. Compatible depth we call primal
rooting, compatible width we call secondary branching. A couple
that only roots can expect to have an intense relationship that is
eventually felled by the axe of ‘incompatibility’, unable to really
breathe in the day-to-day air of life; a couple that rootlessly branches,
on the other hand, can expect a friendly relationship that is, for all its
gentle joy, too close to the surface; the bodies don’t blend and
obliterate; something, somewhere, remains unfed, wunsatisfied;
emotions rise; it just doesn’t quite work.

Finally, love, being unself, is unknowable, unquantifiable,
indescribable. This is why we say ‘I will always love you’, even when
we know that it is unlikely to be true, because there is, in the
experience of love, a sense of something which overreaches the
boundaries of what we experience as space and time. It’s not that, as
Leo Tolstoy had it, ‘happy families are all alike [but] every unhappy
family is unhappy in its own way’, rather that every loving partnership



eludes description, while every unloving one can be analysed and
dissected until Kingdom come. When Kingdom does come, partners
realise, with astonishment, that everything they thought they knew
about love was wrong.
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§72.

The word ‘love’ seems to suggest some form of commitment, the
terror of egoic man. The idea that he might have to ‘take her on’, that
he might have to give up the opportunity to have sex with every
woman on earth (particularly a problem for young, handsome,
energetic or powerful men: cocks with their chickens cut off), the idea
that she might get her sticky loving fingers over his frictionless
independence — which includes his hobbies and his friendships — all
this can, for man, creep into the word ‘love’, and make him, or rather
his ego, fear it.

Man knows that he has to give up his restless sex-speculation,
that he has to, in some sense, commit and give up independence, and
that, despite the importance of his work, she is szz// more important
than any thing in the world. He knows that her emotions, her
madness, her insecurity, her doubts, her coldness and her wilful
independence must be faced up to, and that he has to raise his game-
— overcome his ego, and hers — to be worthy of her. Man knows all
this, and he is sore afraid. He shrinks from the task.

After about three months, and particularly when two people
who love each other move in together, ego — which has been stilled by
love — wakes up and begins to reassert itself. Then the problems
begin. He begins to get withdrawn, or violent, or bored, he doesn’t
give her the same kind of attention he did at the start, the sex
becomes not quite as sweet, and not quite as often, she starts to get
subtly anxious or sad, which he blames on her. He has to get away,
and then she does too. Then the ridiculous arguments begin, and the
‘us’ talks, and sex becomes more like wrestling... the usual story.

Only a man who really knows what love is, and will do whatever
it takes to overcome his ego in order to realise that love, can make it
past all this. Such a man will ask his woman to help him become more
of a man, more loving, more conscious, more present. They will then
both be on the mission. Sex will have a purpose — not as dutiful
necessity, but something greater than their separate pleasure; to bring
more conscious love into the world, to awaken them both.



Such a man will acknowledge his woman (and vice versa);
manifest his inner experience of her in participatory recognition.t This
1s why he says, and means, ‘I love you’, because timeless love, in this
dimension, 1is the meaningful physiognomic expression of it.
Suppressing ‘I love you’ is like suppressing a smile. It diminishes the
joy of it. This is why we don’t need zme to say ‘I love you’. A minute
after meeting her might be enough. A second. As she s love, as
everything is, there is no need to get to know you, or it. It’s just there.
Then saying ‘I love you’ 1s as easy as smiling; and in truth the two
things are the same. The face smiles, the mind says ‘I love you’.

* Barry Long, The Way In
1 Barry Long, Talks from Tamborine Mountain
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§73.

Just as love i1s secondarily a question of selves suiting and branching,
so conscious sex is. The pleasure of love making is through the
conscious root of the self, which “receives” thereby the pleasure of
shared being. As consciousness is of the whole, so the whole self is
experienced. Awareness softens, away from modal focus, into wide
consciousness of sensory, sensational, soma (I hear, feel, taste, see and
smell my partner) of the whole visceral system (the vastness and
profundity of inner feeling) of the whole, electric thelema (burning
with unbelievable desire) and of astonished nous (although detached
conceptualisation is necessarily softened and silenced).

Thus, only unique (selfless) individuals can make love; a self that
1s essentially a self, and so essentially like every other self, is necessarily
self-directed towards the isolated egoic elements of the experience of
self; hard, tense thelemic need, a few crude noetic ideas (‘I’'m fucking
her! I’m fucking her! Look at that!’) and localised excitation of the
cock or cunt, which seems to detach itself from the whole body. Such
partial awareness cannot experience a truly conscious, truly unique,
whole body orgasm, any more than a monkey in a zoo can experience
nature, rather than, at most, an imagined projection of nature on the
back wall of its cage.

The pleasure of truly conscious sex is therefore literally
unimaginable. As with any conscious experience, only metaphor can
cross the threshold. Literal description is felt as a betrayal; a scientific
rating of an orgasm, for example, appears demeaning, a realistic
painting of ‘love-making’, unbearably cheeseball, while even accurate
metaphors are inexplicable to the self, which understands ‘conscious
love-making is like sharing the creation and destruction of the
universe with god in female form’ as absurd hyperbole, or as a stand
in for merely really, really good sex.
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§74.

For man, far more egoic than woman, sex becomes a noetic-thelemic
obsession. Hyper-focused, the male ego is always on the prowl, always
ready to robotically fix his mind onto an isolated pair of breasts or
buttocks, always ready for more porn. This is objectification —
endemic to the self-directed walking-talking penis who sees woman as
a walking-talking vagina — the dead-eyed pornstare of morbid need
that grips every male face when a tableaux of erotic images fills his
attention. The feminist complains of objectification, but misses the
fact that she and everyone else engage in essentially the same activity,
as evidenced by the omnipresence of the pornstare — in the street, in
the supermarket, in the stadium, in the gallery, in the cinema and in
front of the television. The difference being that, for man, particularly
young man, sex is — provided he hasn’t been numbed by the world —
infinitely more interesting than anything else.

Sex indeed, with its potential to satisfy every aspect of ego, is
the prototypical desire. Desire to defeat every other human being on
earth in armed combat, desire for fame and fortune, desire for the
latest-and-greatest product, desire for children, cute puppies and
excellent fabrics, desire for cosmetics and an impressive bench press,
desire for food and drugs, desire for a high score and desire for
knowledge; all these desires either accompany, or are associated with,
or stand in for, or are necessary for or, at the very least, come from
the same kind of need as a desire to fuck and be fucked. We can even
say, metaphorically, that ego s sex. Ego must fuck (or be fucked by)
everything, which is why (in English at least; a particularly ego-
friendly language), the word fuck can more or less stand for
everything. It’s also why sex never satisfies, only temporarily stupefies,
for desire is an end to itself for ego. Ultimately, it just wants to want.
Because it desires to possess what it cannot possess (as the sadist Jean-
Paul Sartre wrote,- it desires to possess a freedom that instantly
becomes unfree in the possession of it), and because it must give up
what cannot be surrendered, the sex-self has only two modes;
frustration and sedation, separated by a cigarette-paper thin film of



mechanical-orgasmic pleasure.

* Jean-Paul Sartre, Being and Nothingness
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§75.

Egoic man is sex-obsessed. This obsession is creeping up on the
female psyche too, but it is trivial compared to the intensity of male
sexual desire. In fact, woman does desire more intensely than man, but
there is wusually enough love or presence in there to keep it easily
within the bounds of sanity. She can be patient, maintain her
presence, renounce sex even, if she has to. Not so the vibrating
sexual-turnip that sits in the cockpit of the male mind, which has no
patience whatsoever, no presence and can only give up sex when it
runs out of energy in its late fifties, or if it has had its energy
suppressed by the etiolating energy-drain of bodiless hyper-
abstraction.

Egoic sex-obsession is no different to any other egoic addiction,
tending towards more and more self — meaning more and more
experience of the particular, specialised swells of the particular self.
The more egoic one’s approach to self, the more bizarre the ‘kink’.
Relatively straightforward desires — oral sex, ethnic partners, foot
fetishes, pig-tails and so on — give way to anal sex, extremely
aggressive-submissive power play, sex-toys, ejaculating on the face —
which give way, in turn, to utter deviance — dressing up as babies,
male lactation fetishes, autogynephilia (you don’t want to know), sissy
hypno (don’t ask), and so on; all justified by the shallow, promiscuous,
‘kink-positive’, ‘anti-puritan’ asexual liberal. Which isn’t to say that
there is no place, in love, for outrageous, dramatic or even bizarre
foreplay; but like all play, if the purpose is, first of all, to win, the
game overtakes the togetherness of playing, and becomes forced play,
the baleful activity known as work.
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§76.

Egoic man is a wanker. He just cannot stop. Undomesticated pre-
civilised people rarely or never masturbated, and very few animals do
it, unless caged or in resource-depleted environments. When man
finally gets his hands on a woman (or man) he doesn’t stop self-
pleasuring; he just masturbates inside her. If he stimulates her, it will
be in the same way that he brings himself off, an end-directed,
mechanical-clitoral stimulation which, having nothing else to go by,
she takes to be the purpose of sex, wearily enduring his porn-infused
sexual ‘needs’. She comes to believe that ‘love-making’ is a silly
illusion, a sentimental nonsense, that sex is, with the exception of a
few explicit commands here and there, more or less an inward
experience. She might enjoy the attention man gives her, she might
get some relief from a decent climax, she might even, from time to
time, gain the satisfaction of real intimacy or tenderness, particularly
after orgasm, but something enduringly vital is missing, and a
fundamental neglect rots away inside her, manifesting as emotional
misery, depression, anger or even disgust at sex; all justified.

Loveless sex provokes shame. Many are too insensitive, or even
just too busy to notice that it does, but it does, and clearly not
because two people have given themselves up to a mechanical instinct
the genetic purpose of which is to bring more unhappy creatures onto
this blighted rock — although they have. Loveless sex creates
unhappiness, sharp feelings of separateness, post-coital tristesse and
guilt because we have, basically, wanked into someone or had
someone wank into us. Where there is no conscious love, there can
only be self, or two selves, seeking selfish pleasure, hunting for the
orgasm, dutifully — sometimes even unwillingly — pleasuring the
other, giving over to self-gratifying sadism or masochism, immersing
oneself in the mind, in (for the man) the fuck-thrilling idea of what is
happening and (for the woman) in the sterile narcissism of being
intensely, or even not so intensely, desired. All of this is terribly
fashionable, but it 1s disgusting, and it disgusts us. That’s why we feel
as we do after loveless sex, at best satisfied, as after a nice Sunday



dinner, more often than not diminished, a little less a person.

In many cases, sex for women is a profoundly disappointing
experience; perfunctory foreplay, frantic bashing away, followed by
leaden exhaustion, indifference, shame, disgust, restlessness or
emptiness. For man, the experience is equally unsatisfying, although
he is less sensitive to the appalling violence he is doing to his heart. At
the start of a loving relationship two people might, if they are lucky,
get a taste of how good sex can be, but it rarely enters the miraculous
self-shattering experience of conscious love, and, in any case, it soon
fades away. Shrug. That’s just how it is.
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§77.

Self alone does not know if it loves someone or doesn’t love someone;
for neither can be known. It must therefore rely on signs, signals and
signatures. It will learn strategies to attract others, to get them into
bed or into a relationship, whereupon it will attempt to ‘get it in
writing’, ideally backed by the weight of social convention (a
marriage) or the fear of financial ruin (a mortgage). But as soon as
the other is possessed, boredom creeps in, stifling coupledom,
uncertainty, constant irritability which lashes out at the weirdest
things, impotence, sexual disinterest or chronic fear that one’s partner
might up sticks at any moment. This elemental neediness plagues any
relationship that the self ‘invests’ in, which it will attempt to deal with
through sadistic force (either physical violence or psychological threat;
‘vou’ll be all alone, who’ll have you?’), or through masochistic
manipulation (again, either physical, by becoming ‘indispensable’, or
psychological, by pushing guilt buttons; ‘I’ll be all alone, I don’t know
what I’ll do to myself!’).

Ego will also use technique to keep the other attached. The
male ego in particular demands total loyalty, along with immunity to
any kind of criticism, and will violently police insubordination. If he is
on the hero’s journey he’ll get loyalty, not just that but unbelievable,
insane, heart-cracking rivers of love immeasurable, which Zis love will
unlock in the bellymind of the woman he is with. If not, he’ll get at
best a tired, watchful, habitual kind of dependency and fearful
allegiance, without either of them knowing what they’re missing.

In the end though, for the ego, there is only ever really
loneliness. For the self-informed self, always on the surface of life, the
constant, blended depth of conscious love, being unimaginable, does
not exist. Only having its own limited awareness to judge by, egoic
imagination can get no closer to the fundamental togetherness it is
lacking. Its own surface pleasure — somatic, thelemic, noetic and
visceral — is the be-all and end-all of egoic sex-fucking and egoic
relationship-building. It does not love, but it does not know it does
not love. It knows, from time to time, that it is lonely, but it doesn’t



ever really know why, any more than a cow knows why it is attached
to a milking machine.
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§78.

The surface of the self we call the self-evident personality, made up
of various quantitative zraits. Personality is the manifestation or
realisation of the quality of conscious character, which is intuitively
or indirectly perceived. Although personality stretches elusively back
into its proximal and distal roots (i.e. into the character of
consciousness and context), it appears to us as a collection of things
which can be literally expressed, even measured with a test.
Character, by contrast, having its roots in unselfish quality, is not a
‘thing’, and so can only be experienced through empathy and art.

The selfless self (or individual) naturally manifests elusive
character as an interesting, attractive or subtle personality, while the
selfish self, which is nothing but manifestation, is nothing but
personality. Superficiality, or hollowness, therefore — the empty shell
of personality — is the sine qua non of egotism. Without consciousness
and the quality of its primal attractions, ego focuses on and inflates its
secondary interests and abilities. It might come across as a crude
nationalist or an obsessive culture vulture or pious believer, but
underneath the flags, the slang or the uniform, is a bland lack of
character. Or it might make a great show of self-criticism or self-
abasement — it might even be a passive masochist — but scratch the
nice, inoffensive, sweet surface and violence inevitably erupts.

Just as egos conflate primal and secondary attractions, so they
conflate character and personality, taking the selfless quality of
tenderness, or presence, for example, to be just one of a range of
personality traits, equivalent to a taste in cheese. Similarly, egos
belonging to an egoic society conflate the naturally evolved cultural
personality of a culture — adapted for the cold, for example, and so
not particularly physically expressive, or adapted to island life and so
somewhat odd and insular — to be on the same level as an unnatrurally
maintained series of personality traits, such as brutal insensitivity to
the suffering of animals, fear of the sexuality of free women, and an
interest in motor-racing, which are all justified as ‘cultural’.
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§79.

The unselfish personality manifests the meeting point of conscious
character and the quality of the context. The incipient swells and
stunts of formless character, at its subtlest level, build themselves an
explicit personality-form from, and in response zo, the material — the
nature, the culture — of the context, much as an oyster builds its shell
from the calcium in the sea or a caddis-fly larva builds its case from
grains of stone in a lake. The various elements of the unselfish
personality form a whole, but it can only be perceived as a whole by
the whole I which forms them (or a whole I which loves me). All the
non-conscious, unwhole, unloving ego can experience are bundled
bits of personality, in mutual strife, unified only by an unconscious
impulse to build, in place of a beautiful shell or pupa, a functional suit
of personality armour.

Only I can empathically experience or love another; commune
with you. Armour can only communicate. The communication
system of the armoured, self-informed personality is made up of the
scripts, methods and games that the self learns to deal with society, a
series of advertisements — excuses, displays, attitudes and
anecdotes — which ego must slap over itself in order to conceal its
inner emptiness. Just as ego is engaged in a constant project of
addicted expansion, so it ceaselessly presents to itself and others a
means to conceal or justify the same. These advertisements include:

1. Personality might choose to present itself as an outsider, as an artist
or as someone special. Some people walk into a conversation waving
around a packed cv of wonderfulness — a thrillingly unique job
perhaps, an unusual ethnic background, a purple suit of clothes or a
series of adventurous moments picked out of a dull life. Others
cultivate subtler forms of uniqueness. Perverse opinions, for example,
or wacky diction, or unusual hobbies, or a predilection for
convention-breaking outbursts, or just an ‘above-it-all’ way of
reclining. Such people are like a cheap fairground; big wow on the
outside, cheap thrills and tedious queues on the inside.



ii. One of the surest ways to make up for inner emptiness is through
worldly achievement — a successful movie, perhaps, or the securing of
a prized appointment — and consequent fame. This sends ahead
advanced notice of specialness before its possessor enters the room;
just the sight of a famous head is enough for people to know that here
1s someone of value. But because such specialness s possessed, a mere
thing added to the outside, it is also lost, leading to the depression of
the has been (‘I’ve lost it’.), the anxiety of is-being (‘Do I still have it?’
What if I lose it?’), and the frustration of the wannabe (“Will I ever get
it?’), all of which founded on an essential fraudulence, which
continually whispers to him from the works of the true greats and the
opinions of people with genuine taste.

111. Those who cannot feed from fame’s table can sustain themselves
on a diet of grandiose fantasies. Although these aren’t anywhere near
as nourishing for ego as full-blown fame is, they have the advantage of
not requiring any actual effort to prepare. When personality reaches
an age when it can never get anywhere, such dreams are abandoned in
favour of an ‘I coulda been a contenda’ script, along with, perhaps, a
series of bitter snipes at those who have succeeded.

iv. Two common correlatives to ‘I coulda been a contenda’ are
‘Needless to say, I was the winner’ and ‘You tell me, what was I
supposed to do?” Some people, completely overwhelmed by
personality, do nothing but tell stories which serve no other purpose
than to broadcast their superiority or excuse their lack of it. Pseudo-
selved sadists tend to prefer the former, while mono-selved masochists
go for the latter. Anyone who has been stuck between the two —
between the unstoppable force of ceaseless brag and the immovable

object of perpetual complaint — truly knows the meaning of suffering.

v. Masochists often deal with the pointless subservience of their lives
by inhabiting an inner world of humourless, critical irony, sentimental
fantasy, self-exalting art or self-serving spiritual practice. This picture
show of the self is then presented by the self, to the self, as the self,
either in overt scripts, dress, style of speech and posture, which all say



‘I’'m really a misunderstood artist / wandering minstrel / reincarnated
pasha / mystic onion’, or more commonly (for the monotonous
masochist tends to uncommunicative introversion), in an inner world
of self-justifying fantasy. Correspondingly, sadists who lose themselves
in money and power, or in endless ambitious striving for it, present
their ambitions, or their car keys, or their immaculate dress, or their
immaculate homes, or their superb cleavage, or any other crude
pseudo-self image, as broadcast substitutes for the wasteland in their
hearts.

vi. The grossest, most conspicuous means by which personality
presents itself to the world is through physical appearance; the flags,
badges, styles and symbols that self decorates itself with. The extent
to which these are an expression of inner quality, or a compensation
for lack of it, is usually evident in how self reacts when its appearance
1s damaged, when its symbols are desecrated or when its style is made
light of. The emptier the personality the louder the laugh (or shirt),
the bigger the car, the thicker the foundation... and the more violent
the outrage when such forms are exposed or mocked, as they
comprise existential reality entire. Likewise, hollow, essentially
pornographic, entertainment, such as football matches, superhero
movies and celebrity dance shows, must always smother themselves in
hyperbolic adverts proclaiming ‘7%is is the one that really matters.
Now it really counts’. When such lies are mentioned, addicts to the
shallow stimulation they conceal tend to react emotionally, even
spitefully.

vil. The most common advert of all is that of modest ordinariness, the
tactic of signalling that ‘I am nothing special’. This justifies an
outrageously dull life, conformity to the worst forms of groupthink
and a reason to bundle everything that is not ordinary into the
category of ‘weird’, a category which, by virtue of its total lack of
quality-discernment, factually unites the most disparate people and
attitudes. To the ‘ordinary bloke’ the schizoid arbitrariness of
solipsistic surrealism is indistinguishable from the complete
psychological freedom of the greatest absurdity, the total self-



obsession of a water-nazi wrapped in orange sheets is
indistinguishable from genuine spiritual authority, the indiscriminate
absurdities of conspiracy theories are indistinguishable from radical
institutional analysis, and the violent emotionality of the nihilistic
misfit is indistinguishable from the raptures of the freedom-loving
outsider.

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

§80.

Personality co-opts quality in order to advertise itself. This has the
consequence, unintended but welcomed by personality, of making
quality dis-tasteful to those with nothing to gain from its surface
appearance, who don’t want to join the team. The qualities that
inhere in, for example, femininity, gayness, whiteness, Englishness,
old-age, the avant-garde or anarchism are reduced by egoic co-option
to manageable token and cliche. These necessarily crude surface
forms effectively monopolise the quality in question, making it appear
cheesy, boring, low-grade, unpleasant and so on, dissuading the
outsider from, say, pretty dresses (‘girly’), outrageous dancing (‘gay’),
classical music (‘white’), formality (‘cold’), absurd theatre
(‘pretentious’) or destroying public records (‘criminal’). The
attachment that personality has to external form explains why
intelligent beliefs and tasteful cultural interests attract caricatured
cranks, monsters or fools, who thereby discredit the quality that such
form can contain. It also explains why discerning lovers of, say, their
finer national traditions, or nature, or punk music, or philosophy, or
any other quality activity are so often dismayed by the freaks that
surround it, personalities hanging on to the papier maché shell of
confiscated quality. Low-quality, largely technical, pursuits, such as
extreme sports, cooking, hobnobbing with wealthy pals, or business,
don’t tend to have the same problem.

As personality acquires more and more symbolic add-ons and
inhabits deeper and deeper stereotypical (and therefore market-
friendly) grooves, as it rejects anything which looks like something
beyond the known, or something an enemy personality might engage
in, so the focus of its experience narrows more and more, life is
drained both of qualitative depth and of quantitative width, until the
individual has all but departed, leaving, as Philip K. Dick noted, ‘a
sort of walking, hiding symptom of their way of life’.-

* Philip K. Dick, A Scanner Darkly
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§81.

Character is self’s qualitative meeting place with unself. As such, it
1s partly, or essentially, synonymous with quality. Character does not
appear as a measurable thing, but as a flavour, tone, vibe or ‘aura’, an
unselfish, and therefore timeless sense of individuality. It is that in a
girl of six which remains the same in the same woman at 85, the
qualitative essence of her that remains even as her personality
radically evolves, even if we subtract the entire measurable substance
of her. An amnesiac in a sensory deprivation tank, unable to access
even language, might experience confused noetic impressions or
visceral echoes of the past, but underneath those would be the pure
witnessing I, ‘felt’ at the subtlest level of feeling, or ‘known’ at the
subtlest level of knowledge, as character.

Although the two blend into each other, we can speak of
qualitative character and quantitative personality as distinct; of
qualitative character-honesty and quantitative personality-honesty, for
example, or qualitative character-beauty and quantitative personality-
beauty, or qualitative character-sensitivity and quantitative
personality-sensitivity. The former is an elusive but constant state,
while the latter is definable and variable. When we say ‘William
Morris is honest’, for example, we might be referring to an essential
sense of integrity about the man (his character), not about how much
truth he tells in any particular situation (his personality). He might
have cheated at school, for example, lied to his wife about how much
he loved her and deceived himself about his poetic gifts, but we still
trust him, sensing an essentially honourable core. Resentful egos
automatically conflate the two, counting up and pointing out the
‘hypocrisies’ of a personality — the indignities of a noble soul, the
plagiarisms of an original artist, the errors of the great mind — which
doesn’t live up to a big ideal.

In the unselfish self, character and personality are fused, with
the latter subordinate to the former. The essence — the individuality,
originality or uniqueness — of character is reflected in the substance of
personality, which gives the former voice, gait, gesture, story, song,



armchair, t-shirt and cake. Without character, personality may appear
individual and advertise itself as such — as the stones of its caddis-fly
case are novel, strange and unlike anyone else’s — while the case is,
like everyone else’s, empty, or the pupa is dead. It is possible to
uncover one’s own character, by peeling away personality, and this in
turn builds a new personality — our fascination with this is reflected
In many a great story — but it is no more possible to bolt on a new
characterful personality from the outside, through therapy, for
example, or positive thinking, or life-style change, or, most
ridiculously of all, deciding that ‘from now on I’'m going to be honest
(or friendly, or courageous, or interesting)’, than it is possible to
become a concert cellist if one has never picked up an instrument, or
give literal birth if one 1s a man. It may appear, in such cases, that the
personality has changed, but a slap round the head and the mask flies
off.
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§82.

The natural subordination of personality to character means that the
latter cannot be understood by the former, for to do so demands that
no quantitative element from one’s own experience, no noetic concept
or somatic percept, can be employed. Just as I must give up what I
‘know’ in order to experience who I am, so I must to know who you
really are. In the first case — in the endeavour known as self-knowledge
— because all-encompassing character is seen by personality as
fragmented traits, there is no way of perceiving what these traits then
have in common. That my restless lack of conscious attention might
be connected with my obsessive nose-picking, attacks of paranoia and
an inability to ever really get on with anyone, or the fact that I am
continually betrayed and my needling feeling that something is lacking
might both be connected with my bad dreams, frigidity and lock-
checking mania; all such dot-drawing is impossible when there is
nothing conscious to hold the pen or see the shape that forms.
Likewise, the character of other individuals can only be
understood by letting go of the egoic urge to ‘know’ or ‘understand’
the various surface bits of them that reach my attention. That there
are so few unique individuals on this earth that musz be understood in
this way — that most people can be understood by grasping their
socio-economic background, their sexuality, their job, their haircut
and their shoes — makes it not just difficult to practice such a skill,
but actually painful. Try letting go of your emotions and desires, your
concepts and percepts, and looking directly into the hearts of those
around you. It’s very often like putting your head into a sewer.
Essence can only be experienced by essence; a communion
which i1s, by virtue of its unselfish quality, direct. We call this
transmission empathy; the source of morality. Your consciousness
and mine are unselfish and therefore, ultimately, the same. As they
manifest in character I experience your quality as my own, and wish
your good as I would my own. I can even feel myself, in your
company, becoming more like you, a rare pleasure for two characters,
a complete impossibility for two personalities and a total agony for a



character in the company of a personality, towards whom empathy
brings suffering; and so mere sympathy (or care or piry) — trying to
understand or learn who you are — must take its place.

Sympathy does have its place, for we all have personalties that,
to come to know, do require effort, time, patience and all the other
things that we’re told we need to live with people. Coming to know
personality also requires explicit instruction. Unlike my direct
experience of your character, which naturally skows itself, you have to
tell me you don’t like aubergines, or your ears being nibbled, or I’ll
dissatisfy you. I need to ask you about your past, your pleasures and
your pains, and care about the answer. From egoic personalities,
there’s nothing bur answers, and so it’s a waste of time listening to
their opinions, beliefs, anecdotes, likes, dislikes, complaints,
memories, fears and desires — and, oh Lord, they are many — but for
personalities which manifest character, a charming journey through
personality unfolds — not free of dangerous chasms and stagnant
ponds — but worth taking; even if, after ten minutes together, or sixty
years, we never leave the place we first met. For all I was ever really
saying, and all you ever really heard, was my character.
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§83.

Where character communes instantly, or directly, personality must
use techniques and tricks to communicate with other people, because
it is effectively imprisoned in its own representation. Just as it has to
‘understand’ other people, and ‘learn’ who they are, so it has to reach
across to others via method. There are several consequences to this:

1. Conversations with personalities can feel like interrogations. They
begin with a sense of, ‘oh, this might go somewhere interesting’, but
1t’s just question after question after question, nothing developed or
ever really shared, while, the whole time, you get the feeling that your
answers aren’t really being listened to, as the interrogator is just
thinking of the next question to ask. Some conversations feel like
talking with a sophisticated computer; all language, no meaning,
everything taken at face value, no shared under-truth, and so no way
to play with its form, all gestures beyond the literal meaning of what
we are talking about — metaphor, comedy, implication, irony —
hitting a wall. In fact, talking with the literal ego is far worse than
talking to a wall; at least things bounce back from walls. Still other
conversations feel more like listening to a daytime radio soap opera
that you can’t escape from. Conversations with such people, like sex
with them, become enhanced masturbation, like giving yourself a
dead arm so you can use it to pretend someone else is feeling you up.
Egos do little more than share likes and dislikes, fears and desires,
memories, facts and theories. They learn that they cannot speak
unless they allow others to speak, so they patiently wait until you are
done, offering the requisite number of head-nods and uh-huhs —
possibly a functional question or comment — before cutting through
you and launching into a self-gratifying monologue which you are
expected to endure in the same manner.

11. Conscious selves care about those who are listening to them. They
continually check, directly and indirectly, to see if you find the
conversation interesting. Not just once or twice, but over and over
again, always adapting. Egos do not. They either indiscriminately
pour words over their listeners, without caring what’s going on inside



them, or they passively withdraw from the interaction, having learnt
that this is what conversation entails, being an audience member for
second-rate tribute acts.

1. Ego is socially inept, and inapt. It has no social graces, it doesn’t
know what to say, or what to do, or how to hold itself, and either
relies on a laughably fake series of conversational routines or it hides
behind its shyness, its fame or its classic bone structure. There is, in
the egoic group interaction, no passive awareness of non-participants,
no stopping the train of information or anecdote to welcome a new
passenger, no checking to see who 1s not participating in a
conversation and whether the topic should be changed so that they
can, no social sensitivity whatsoever. Or there i1s, if the group is made
up of hyper-sensitive masochistic selves, no-one willing to take charge,
change the channel of communication entirely or flat out entertain us.

iv. Ego cannot concentrate. Fuelled by restless emotion it skids over
the surface of language, looking for anything it can get, or anything
which might threaten it, both of which stick out from the flow of
speech (or text) like flashing signposts saying ‘one way only!’ ‘sale now
on!” ‘click here!” Any idea in a conversation which points off piste,
into the unknown, and any meaning which requires time and patience
to reach, are invisible to ego, as are the tonal shifts, play of expression
and, above all, silences that breathe through meaningful exchange as
air passes through a room, making it habitable. For ego all is solid and
graspable, yet, founded on the ever shifting sand of emotion,
uncertain, confusing and forever on the edge of collapse. Talking with
extremely emotional people is like trying to swat a fly in a
thunderstorm; in order to get across an idea it needs to be brief, self-
contained, emphatic and shoved into their minds while the light is on,
because it’s not on for long.

v. Conscious conversation is conducted in an atmosphere of
contextual awareness, sensitive to where the river of meaning is taking
us, guiding it here and there, sometimes even damning it or driving it
over a cliff, but essentially egoless, allowing the natural flow to take us
somewhere else. Egoic conversation is more like a plane trip; strap



yourself into an antiseptic tank for an hour or two before landing
somewhere identical to the place you left. Conscious conversation is
like a game of tennis between two pros; a range of powerful baseline
strokes, delicate drop-shots, lobs, volleys and smashes. Egoic
conversation is more like two people firing cannons at each other.

vi. The default state of ego is a bored, tense, aggressive or dead
expression; the resting hate-face of the armoured woman, the empty-
eyed lassitude of the distracted man. These are permitted with
underlings, who can stare straight into the void, but strong feelings,
being selfish, are suppressed in the presence of power or in the
company of those from whom ego stands to get something. In their
place the face broadcasts a crude series of flag-waving approval-
signals; ‘oh wo-ow! really!?’ and ‘uh-huh-uh-huh, so fascinarning’ and
‘oh my God that’s /Zularious” Not so much participating in a
conversation as twiddling whatever knobs are most likely to win a
jackpot. After a lifetime of this kind of conversation, the face
resembles a sack of potatoes with a clown’s face painted on it.

vil. There is the curious sense, when talking to a personality, that you
are not really talking to a human being at all, but to a projection, as if
the words and gestures and facial expressions are being operated by a
homunculus sitting in the control room of the mind. Smile now, pull
the ‘amazed’ lever, press the ‘worked-up and indignant’ button...
until its attention wanders and it turns on the autopilot so it can go
off into the television room, leaving a face before you working away by
itself, but with nobody at the controls. This is registered first of all as
appearance or expression, and then, over time, as the armoured facial
features of the personality armour. We call this physiognomy.
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§84.

Physiognomy is the “manifest” aspect of character or personality and
the universal and perennial art of judging both, based on the felt
experience of, with character, the fundamental, non-causal, unity of
quality and expression, or with personality, the fundamental disunity.
We can say that the inimitable quality of character “appears” as a
characterful face, but subjective world and objective appearance are,
ultimately, no more separate things, with causal relationships to each
other, than a wonderful performance of a violin sonata and ‘talent’
are. In physiognomic judgement, botk inner-essence and outer-form
are viewed as (metaphorically speaking) “effects” of a “preceding”
quality. This 1s why Goethe warned us not to literally look behind
phenomena, because ‘they are themselves their own lesson’,- and also
why, incidentally, the most outrageously superficial people can
sometimes express the most profound judgements; not because there
1s nothing more to life than how it seems, but because seeming and
being are the same thing. I primarily experience your face, your
actions, your work, your character and your life as one, and then I
secondarily — somatically or noetically — grasp them as faceted inter-
related things and bodies. I can say that your existential fear
“corresponds” with or “causes” the horrifying smoothness or stiffness
around your eyes, but in reality they are the same thing, just as your
consciousness and your body are. As William Blake put it, ‘man has
no Body [causally] distinct from his soul; for that called Body is a
portion of a Soul discerned by the five senses’.

In the same way, the elegance of a perfect half-volley 1s one with
the power and accuracy of it, the beauty of a bumblebee’s wing is one
with its extraordinary ability to lift the weight of the insect’s body off
the ground, and the ineffable quality of consciousness is one with the
mind-stilling fractality of the body which expresses it, each of which
the mind slices up into elements and attributes which it pieces
together into mechanical maps, or models. These maps and models
partly relate to, and help us to grasp, the matter under consideration,
and they enable us to build predictive theories and mechanical devices



that mimic natural objects and actions, but they can never be natural,
because they can never be immeasurable. The idea that a functional,
silicon switch, for example, built from a mosaic of discrete,
quantitative ideas and interrelated parts of finite complexity, can
replace a natural neurone, in which, ultimately, living qualities blend
into an infinitely complex qualitative whole, is as absurd as the idea
that a functional robot can replace a natural Kkitten; absurd to
everyone but the functional mind of literalist scientists who separate
meaning and form, or consciousness and matter, or face and
character, ask lots of questions about how all these separate parts
‘work’, or causally interact, then put together theories that a machine
assembled on the same principles can be conscious.

This entirely factual view of reality began at the dawn of egoic
civilisation with the rise of dualism, the belief that ‘soul’ and ‘body’
are, despite being intermingled, ultimately independent. This
necessarily entailed lack of interest in and reference to physiognomy,
an attitude which experienced substance and essence as
fundamentally unified. Later scientific attempts to literally measure the
manifest soul of man with callipers and craniographs, to define
deceitful noses and generous earlobes, were eventually, and correctly,
derided as ‘pseudo-science’ for much the same reasons; because the
literalist view of the nineteenth century was still essentially dualistic,
seeing mind and body as distinct. It was left to artists to see the
connection between a smug heart and a pair of flabby lips pushed in
at the corners, or between dry intellectualism and a permanently
pinched, pursed philtrum. Only later, as mind vanished from
literalism, leaving just measurable method and matter, did
physiognomy return to science, but as pathognomy, the science of
‘facial expression’ and ‘facial recognition’, now divested of perdurable
quality.

For the scientist, character cannot measurably appear in the
face, because the quality of character cannot be measured; indeed
cannot really be said to exist. That it can be experienced, that we all do
experience it, either consciously or unconsciously judging character
by facial expression the livelong day, that those particularly sensitive



to conscious quality experience it deeply — and are better judges of
character as a result, that great artists and novelists communicate the
branch-width and root-depth of character through physiognomic
expression — that the portraits of Rembrandt, Van Gogh and Schiele
communicate such qualities to us; none of this is scientifically
admissible, because it cannot exist in the perceived and conceived
projection of reality which the literalist scientist takes to be reality.

* Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe, Maxims and Reflections
1 William Blake, The Marriage of Heaven and Hell
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§85.

Long before a baby learns words, it learns to read faces, particularly
eyes, a ‘palette of expression’ which mirrors its own incipient inner
world. If, as is usually the case, there are only one or two colours to
see — the crude and limited affective palette of the average man and
woman, reflected in a limited range of ocular signposts — the baby
will feel imprisoned, and will actually look around seeking to dock
with eyes that do reflect reality. If, less commonly, it grows up
amongst living faces, it will develop a repertoire of pathognomic
signals with which to understand the represented context, and
materially, feelingly, express inchoate awareness of consciousness.

The facial expressions of the young are nascent works of art,
directly expressing qualitative feeling which, as the child grows,
become subtler and deeper, along with their corresponding
physiognomic expressions in gesture, tone and facial expression. This
expressive growth shapes the body, the larynx and the face in the
same way that the growth of a tree — towards, for example, wherever
light and water are — shapes its final form. If volition is free (albeit
shaped and guided by culture, including the ‘mini-culture’ of the
home) the tree of the body appears free, with gestures, tones and
facial expressions which are both wide — expressing many feelings —
and deep — expressing intense feelings. The widely expressive or
deeply feeling face and body, the musical voice, the genuinely
authoritative tone — the body that grows from the non-egoic life —
this we call, when speaking of face and body, beautiful.

1. Raised selflessly, all men and women become beautiful, both those
with an appearance which corresponds to material ideals (youth,
health, symmetry, etc.) or social ideals (whatever a culture happens to
deem attractive), and those without. What’s more, the former do not
receive inordinate attention, for social and material ideals do not have
the addictive quality they have for egos, and so beautiful people in
non-egoic homes grow up unselfconscious, sweet and with an
essential humility lacking in the perfect bodies that ego manages.



i1. The physiognomic unity of character and appearance is why the
genius Jooks like a genius; the beauty you can see in the death mask of
William Blake, or in a photograph of Akutagawa. As Schopenhauer
himself noted,- someone who is conscious doesn’t stare at things, to
assess and fix them, he rather looks o them, feeling out their inner
nature. In being consciously the thing-in-itself here and now that I
am, I experience the quality of the thing-in-itself there and then, that
you are. This being here and now is both presence and appears as
presence. It’s not just that we can see when people are paying
attention, but that we can see the flavour and richness of their
attention. This quality of attention radiates from the physicality of the
eye, which appears bright and fluidly fascinated with the details
dismounting from the carriage of the moment before it, and yet, at
the same time, as it calmly watches the complete train of meaning
which carries them, settled and steadfast.

iii. The look of the conscious face appears both free — spontaneously
allowing whatever feeling passes “through” it — while, at the same
time, settled, or even ‘under control’. Not controlled by self — nor
carried away by every passing egoic fear and desire of the self,
glancing this way and that — but mastered by unself; or, more
accurately, one with it. Just as consciousness can listen without having
to deal with its own internal monologue, so it can look without
forever being distracted by trivial notifications appearing on the
screen of the mind. For some characters, this is easier than for others
— ‘slower’, statelier psyches, like those of older people, have less

trouble calmly abiding — but consciousness remains softly focused
even in an expressive and wild young comedian.

iv. Because the ‘inner’ reality of quality is ultimately the same as its
outer expression, it is possible to see love, creativity, generosity,
wisdom, uniqueness and truthfulness on the face and /kear it in the
tone of the voice, which is why we pay attention to both before we
listen to the content of whatever words are offered to us
(unconsciously in the case of men, consciously in the case of women,

who are far more intelligent in this respect). It’s also why we find that



people who are forever trying to hide their feelings are slowly dying
inside, and people who are dead inside have inexpressive faces;
because it is impossible to suppress the expression of quality without
suppressing quality itself, and vice versa.

v. The depth of consciousness reflected in the eye, compared to the
mere awareness of self, is analogous to the subtle and intense depth of
flavour in a wild strawberry, or even that of a garden snail, compared
to the taste of farmed varieties. Consciousness exists in a different
dimension to material flavour of course, with shared enjoyment of it
— gazing into the eyes of someone who is consciously gazing into
yours — exceeding in pleasure and power almost anything which can
be experienced on earth. The experience of what is “behind” the
expression of someone who is present with us, is that of eternity. I
experience all doors behind conscious eyes as open. I am looking on,
or in, forever, and that forever is me. LLove can open such doors, but
only if they are unlocked to start with, otherwise I have the godawful
sensation, gazing into the eyes of someone who cannot let me in, of
trying to communicate something of life-and-death importance to
someone, behind glass, who, despite smiles and waves, cannot
understand me; an experience reflected in many a nightmare.

Little of this is seen by the average man, raised in a limited world of
digital signposts. Many might be attracted to a characterful face for
reasons they can’t quite say, but few are conscious of it, because they
can only really see what they can ger or what they stand to lose from
such a face. Quality of character, expressed in a mighty nose, a
unique combination of overbite and dimple, a lattice of organic
wrinkles radiating over the brow, the play of meaning rippling around
the lips and cheeks of the characterful mouth as it speaks, and the
bright, bright aliveness, or depth upon depth of the conscious eye as it
sees; all this is lost, like the character of pigs to a pig farmer.
Misunderstanding and catastrophic misjudgement prevail.

* Arthur Schopenhauer, The World as Will and Representation
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§86.

Both character and personality can shape facial expression — as they
can gait, tone of voice and all other forms of physical, physiognomic
expression — but where character and the expression of character can
be said to be one, the egoic face is the result of a series of operations
on the world by the isolated and isolating ego, unconsciously working
away at itself in order to get something. This is why when we
experience such personality we have a sense of distance, delay,
hollowness or separation. We are not one with the quality of whoever
1s before us, rather we find ourselves observing, speculating on what
the homunculus inside is up to.

Egoic suppression or denial of feeling — through fear of unself
or addictive expansion of self — corresponds with tension or flaccidity
of appearance — that which, no matter how polite we would like to
be, we recognise as ugliness, either an ugly expression or tone, or, if
such cliched expressions have been allowed to form crude binary
motorways into the fat and muscle and even the bone of the body, an
ugly face.

1. Just as obsessive focus on one area of one’s life creates chaos in the
rest, and an urban world of perfect neatness and order creates
wastelands of rotting junk, so hard, fixed attention, creates slack,
aimless inattention. This manifests as motorways of tension in the
face and throat alternating with pancakes of puppyish blandness. By
forever focusing on one thing after another, forever isolating and
fixing, everything else turns to pap, leaving a face with a few areas of
clenched stiffness — the top of the lip, around the eyes, in the larynx
— embedded in flaccid, characterless mash.

11. The essential sadist cannot see nzo the world, instead he drifts over
the outside of it, sorting its bits into threats and pleasures. His eye,
consequently, is fixed, hard, dead or flat, empty and blinking, forever
targeting, like a cold, dry, lidless lamp, an inflexible hardness which
comes to us as a creepy, wanting, stare. The essential masochist, on
the other hand, has withdrawn even from the surface world. She’ll use



knowing tactics to get what she wants, but these largely involve
trading security and stimulation for being passively used. Her eye
might be birdlike and blinking, or it might be watery, melting,
begging and desperate. We feel, when we look into the sloppy,
imploring eyes of a masochist, kind of soiled. The reality is far more
complex than this schema, but in all cases, there is a sense of the
mechanical in egoic hearts, reflected outwards in the artificial lines,
bizarre proportions, freakish inflexibility, cliched wrinkles and
horrible, heavy artificiality of the selfish face.

111. Egoic bodies which meet cultural and material ideals we might call
‘beautiful’y, but through the power their beauty gives them and,
consequently, through having limited access to intrinsic pleasure, they
inevitably find themselves addicted to the extrinsic satisfaction of the
positive attention that egos lavish on fresh young bodies, neat white
teeth, thick hair, cute little noses and whatever body form is flavour of
the cultural month. They grow up belonging to that most shallow and
inept category of human being, the ‘physically attractive’.

The inner emptiness underneath the attractive face can be
difficult to discern, particularly if you’ve got a raging horn (which is
why people tend to be more discerning about pretty people of the
same sex), but it is there, and obviously so if you look carefully. To
anyone who is conscious, the way that handsome men handsomely
walk and beautiful women beautifully talk is no different to the way
politicians act like politicians and engineers act like engineers; ugly.
This ugliness becomes more and more obvious in pretty people as
time passes and the essentially egoic young ‘beauty’ becomes the
hideous, corrupted menopausal hag or face-inflated letch, their inner
weakness and fear now visible on their repulsive faces and, as they
take out on the world their despair and fury at having lost their
extrinsic power, in their actions also. Generally speaking, in this
world, it is wise to avoid beautiful people, which is why George
Gurdjieff advised us to choose an ugly mechanic, because the
‘beautiful’ ones will ‘be merde’.-

iv. The urban world — the face of egoic society — manifests



physiognomically as lack of fractal nuance. There is no such nuance
(or strength) in the roads, the buildings, the dress, the food, the
ambient sounds, the styles of work or the historical development of
the self-world, nor is there in its accents, which become ever less
musical and ever more tense and throaty, in its gaits, which become
ever less fluid and graceful, or in its faces, which become ever less rich
with natural character. The savage ugliness of the underclass,
deprived of cultural and natural beauty, finds its counterpart in the
hard, bland ugliness of the modern council-estate and ring-road, just
as the pinched, doughy, uniform appearance of the middle-class
urbanite, isolated from uncertainty, sociality and natural physicality, is
one with his tidy-font, tidy-garden, tidy-wood world, a fully mediated
half-life that he half-lives in a monocultural office which slowly
squeezes out sensate consciousness, a squeeze — a resistance to the
wild unself — that can be heard in the pressed neck and tight laugh of
the tense, featureless graduate. To hear a middle or upper-class
student speak, is to the hear the death song of modernity; to look into
his face — indeed the face of anyone, of any class, who has spent his
life imprisoned in his self; particularly the rich and famous, but no
less the corrupt underclass — invokes the same feeling as looking at
the universally feared and hated perfectly tense object we call the
[featureless or literal’] mask.

The man disassociated from corporeal reality works away at it
like he does a woman’s body, with the same lightless look of the porn
user (and the porn star). He becomes incapable of selflessly regarding,
and therefore of selflessly interacting with, anything. Everything
returns, under his restless glance, back to his self; but in order to do
so must be conceptualised — for it is only the idea that is of use, that
can be controlled and possessed. So the selfish man wanders around
in a restlessly conceptual dream, or virtual reality, to which, in order
to feel safe, he must convert everything he touches — ideally the
whole world. He thus lives behind the mask, and sees everyone and
everything as masks, two characteristics which ‘are the basic elements
of the evil character’.# This is why we find masks (e.g. clown’s faces)
so terrifying, or the ones in films we do; the masks around us are



rarely seen as such, because the mask is in charge of awareness, and
only sees itself reflected back as the faces of ‘normal’ people. This is
why most people don’t walk around the world in a state of astonished
terror at the insentient gargoyles that surround them.

* Quoted in Joseph Azize, Gurdjieff and the Women of the Rope
1 Non-literal, characterful, primal masks are not addressed here.

I Arthur Schopenhauer, The World as Will and Representation
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§87.

The body, as children, animals, sensitive women and great artists
know very well, doesn’t lie. Words can lie, and usually do, but tone of
voice, posture, the play of facial musculature and the hyper-subtle
quality of attention expressed in the eye can do nothing but be that
which I am, even if that ‘I’ is an entirely self-managed attempt to keep
myself together, cell-windows boarded up lest my true feelings escape;
which, sooner or later, they will. Those with a great deal to hide bury
their fears and desires under an inexpressive mask, but when those
same fears and desires are activated by a terrifying threat or a
desirable prize, the mask slips, and we see something shockingly
coarse; ugly, bizarre and unnatural.

The mask-buried mind can neither express its interiority nor
read that of others. Hyper-focused on its own fears and desires, it
cannot experience the whole being in front of it, only the grossest
caricature (this is also why it requires extremely crude, essentially
pornographic, imagery to move it) which desensitises it to nuance. It
1s incapable of empathy, of communion, and therefore of real
communication. Ego cannot feel who you are from within, your
unique quality, your feeling in the moment, your pain or your love. All
self experiences is my solipsistic self and so, in order to know you, it
must rely either on imagination — what it 1s ltke to be you, the
unpleasant experience known as ‘understanding’, ‘sympathy’ ‘pity’ or
‘care’ — or on the various methods and techniques that ego learns to
‘figure people out’, not experiencing them from within, but
schematically interpreting them from without. Instant experience of
quality is replaced by a digital overlay, which relates to the inner life of
the other as a pixellated image relates to the real thing; an image that,
moreover, can only be interpreted according to the needs of the
digital ego that created it, as friend or foe, as threatening or harmless.
The infinite subtleties of the terrain, in this case the landscape of
another’s face, have become a Dbattle-map. Instead of a
transdimensional flow of quality, as expression moves through what
we call time, a hypermnesiac flick-book or dating app of separate



1mages, each one either ignored or judged.
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Consciousness does not need to zry to understand other people. It
may need to work out what they are thinking, or ask how they feel, or
what they want, or need, or like, or don’t like; but it has no such need
to know their character, which comes to consciousness from the
inside, either automatically, or through imitation. All physiognomic
understanding begins in this way. Great actors, writers, comedians
and artists, no less than empathic friends and guides, get inside the
other by mirroring their physiognomic appearance, either through
obvious, somatic movement, or, particularly in the case of inanimate
objects, viscerally ‘feeling in’ the form of the person (or porcupine or
kettle) and inhabiting its psychic-physical quality. This is the
mechanics of empathy.

Dance is empathic imitation, choral performance also, love-
making and listening to a good story. Various kinds of enjoyable work
and just about every kind of worthwhile learning also come through
imitation, which is why so little learning, and so little love, can occur
through virtual media, which limit space, retard time, digitalise
fractality and obliterate vibe. Technical work and literal
communication are relatively unaffected, which is why, along with the
opportunities for control it offers, virtual channels are so vigorously
promoted by the undead who manage the world. For such people
nothing of importance is being lost. They do not really perceive the
surface, and so they have no idea of what lies under it; or rather, they
only have an idea. They are forever locked out from the inner chamber
of the world, which is why true imitative-empathic togetherness —
consciously talking together, ecstatically dancing together, joyously
singing together — is alien to them, mysterious, distasteful, dirzy. It’s
also why spending time with them is a kind of agony.

The body 1s the most expressive thing in existence, but it is
possible to feel all things from within. Mountains, rivers, fields,
flowers, pebbles, trees, animals, towns, landscapes, skies, spoons,
benches, cardigans, histories, arteries, even blank walls
physiognomically and pathognomically manifest their inner character-



quality, or scent of destiny. This is how primal people, children, great
artists, lovers, joyous spirits and all thinkers with anything meaningful
to say experience the world. They experience it transdimensionally,
from within, by paying conscious, non-isolating attention to its
physiognomy without. Such people walk through the inside of the

world.
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Ego cannot look within, which is why it rejects all expressions of ‘pre-
conceptual’ quality. It cannot understand genuine subtlety,
generalisation and metaphor, because it is unable to experience that
which metaphor expresses; unself. Self, the “servant” of
consciousness, has taken charge, and nothing beyond the thinkable,
1solable, wantable, fearable, willable self exists or can exist.
Representation is, for ego, not “of” the thing-in-itself, but
indisputably s it, and cannot thereby be influenced from “within”
(consciousness) or “beyond” (the context), only from representation
itself, which, like an autonomous machine, controls itself. Egoic
thought controls egoic perception, which becomes completely
1solated, cut off from the context, a series of objects which I like or
don’t like, want or don’t want; egoic somatic perception controls
visceral affect, which becomes end-directed, in the emotional states
we call fear and desire; selfish emotion controls nous, which becomes
‘thing-directed’ and immune to vague qualities; or it controls thelemic
will, which is only interested in getting and losing, or it controls
perception, which focuses only on what I want or don’t want, turning
reality into a video game; selfish animal will turns affect into crude
animal cravings to fight-fuck-feed and it turns thought into an endless
tumble-dryer of fears and desires, thought upon thought, without
1ssue, purpose or point. The machine becomes a self-programming,
self-influencing thing amongst things, necessarily at war with them and,
as thoughts, emotions, desires and perceptions jostle for supremacy in
the psyche, at war with itself.

Ultimately, a machine that controls itself can understand one
thing and one thing only — being on. It cannot turn itself off, because
there is nothing and no-one beyond itself that can possibly remain.
The rational consequence of this is not just maintenance of constant
on, but expansion of it. The ‘more’ there is of self (the more powerful
‘I’ am, the more secure, the more knowledgeable, the faster, the
harder) the ‘less’ there is of the only real existential threat to self;
unself, and the quality it “creates™.



The existential threat of unself (the 4D self) comes to self as
death, loss, darkness, genius, presence, transcendence and
unconditional love — anything which exists “beyond” the known. Self
1s also threatened by all quality states in which unself “inheres”, such
as innocence, beauty, truthfulness, courage, spontaneity, genuine
metaphor and wild nature, as well as anyone or anything who
manifests such states, such as loving women, uncorrupted children,
primal people, unique characters (and societies), great artists, the wild
and all animals; all those who have been on the receiving end of ego’s
fear and violence since it first appeared.
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Unself is always felt by ego as some form of attack. Such attack can
be noetic, somatic, thelemic or visceral, in the form of noetic
criticism, somatic loss, thelemic impediment and visceral pain, all
of which are metaphorically interchangeable: loss, pain and
impediment are forms of criticism, it 1s painful to be impeded or
criticised; pain, loss and criticism all impede; and losing doesn’t just
have to mean losing a thing, but can mean losing one’s good name,
one’s high opinion of oneself, one’s mobility or one’s nice narcotic
feelings.

Ego does not consciously recognise the threat of unself, nor does
1t comsciously react to attack with suppression, control, annihilation
and so on. Recognition and reaction are not conscious, because
consciousness s the threat. Instead, self unconsciously generates
unconscious feelings (emotions) of aversion towards the threat (dislike)
or attraction towards relief from it (like), each of which creates, leads
to and reinforces the other, keeping self occupied indefinitely on a
hamster-wheel of wanting and not wanting, excitement and slump,
intoxication and hangover, expectation and disappointment.

A few examples, from an infinite number:

1. P is on holiday with his wife, R. He’s made a meticulous itinerary
and so when a friendly couple they meet at the hotel invite them to go
on a boat trip (threar), he feels tense, not keen (dislike). There’s weird
unspoken tension in the air (threar) and when P and R are alone in
their room an argument blows up. P has spent ages planning this
holiday and doesn’t understand why R doesn’t appreciate it (dislike).
In the end he loses his cool completely, says ‘fine, you go!’ and storms
out.

1. A, a young man, has no future, no prospects and nothing ever

really seems to happen (threar). He hates the world (dislike). The only
people who seem to get anywhere in it are women, gays and

immigrants, all of whom annoy him (dislike). He sees an advert online
for the army — a well-paid, fun job (like) which largely involves



murdering Muslims (lzke). He signs up, gets posted to Afghanistan,

detests it because it’s meaningless and unpleasant (dislike), but meets
some great guys in the troop for whom he would gladly risk his life

(like). One day he does risk his life for them, and gets killed.

iii. S has spent her life acquiring money and power (like). Her
children, emotionally stunted by neglect, have tried to point out her
selfishness (zhrear), but she always flies off the handle when they do,
opening old wounds and rubbing salt into them (dislike). Eventually,
when she is very old and full of regret for her wasted life they still
can’t talk openly about her past with her without breaking her heart

(dislike), so she dies, leaving everything unsaid.

iv. N, G’s wife, feels unloved. She’s drying up inside and starting to

feel, as G spends more and more time on his hobby — working out —
like he loves his weights more than he loves her. N can’t mention any

of this to him (¢hrear) without a scene (dislike), and she’s too afraid of
being alone (threar) to leave him (dislike), so she just shrivels up,
becoming a shadow of her former joyous self.

v. H, a manager at a shoe shop, is annoyed by one of his employees,
G. He doesn’t actually know why she irritates him — she’s friendly,
efficient and calm (zhrear). It’s just that whenever she’s around, H feels
awkward, constrained and bothered (dislike). The problem must be G,
so H sets about looking for problems with 4er. He finds, to his
satisfaction (lzke), all kinds of breaches of normality — she has been
known to voice non-standard opinions, she doesn’t wear her mask in
the standard manner, she frequently uses inappropriate greetings with
customers — and complains (dislike) to her about them. This annoys
her and makes her less friendly, efficient and calm, which justifies H’s
initial feelings that ske is the problem here (lzke). In the end, he finds a
reason to fire her.

vi. F, a little boy of five, is out with his parents. They’ve just seen a

tremendously exciting superhero film (lzke) and are walking home
along a canal when F spots a group of ducks peacefully sleeping



(threar). He feels a bizarre uprush of rage (dislike) and runs into them
screaming and throwing stones. His Dad tries to stop him, which

causes F to have a screaming fit (dislike).

vii. K is alone in his flat late at night with nothing to do (threar). He’s
bored (dislike) so he gets stoned and watches a violent film which has
an attractive film actress in it (lzke). He is feeling aroused, so he
knocks one out to a cam girl (Zke). This makes him feel sordid and
tired (dislike). The next morning he wakes up hollow and tight; not in
the right frame of mind to work on the music he’s collaborating on
with D (threar). When he meets D he feels irritable (dislike) and starts
an argument on a stupid pretext. D complains and K walks off in a

huff.

viii. M, the Home Secretary for Her Majesty’s government is given a
report detailing a rebellion in Xanadu (threar). The Xanadese
government is a recipient of British foreign ‘aid’ and a major arms
buyer and oil supplier (/zke), while the rebels are uncivilised natives in
the way of significant development plans. M, wishing to be free of the
irritant (dislike), signs off on a tonne of military hardware, increases
the military aid budget and slaps a D-notice on any negative media
attention. A few weeks later, a human-rights group protest British-
sanctioned mass-murder in Xanadu by staging a demonstration on
parliament square (threar). M 1is irritated (disltke) and has them all
arrested.

ix. J is asked by G, one of his senior managers, what should be done
about the fact that workers at J’s vast warehouses are protesting for
better pay and working conditions (threar). ] flies into a rage (dislike)
and tells the manager to sack them all and, while he’s at it, have a
word with the secretary of state about that coup in Costaguana he
helped pay for in order to secure access to their Lithium reserves. In
order to take the stress out of the meeting J spends the afternoon with

some young girls (lzke) procured for him by a trusted aide.



These simplified examples are all from the modern West, a time and
place of rampant ego. Very different examples would, of course, be
required for rural Oman, or Mayan Palenque, or Heian Japan, or
Middle-Kingdom Egypt; but in all cases, the principle would be the
same.
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The root of egoic fear, i1s less that unself occasionally pokes itself into
awareness as a threatening invitation into the wilderness, or as a
spontaneous change of plan, or as an act of uncontrollable generosity,
but that the threat of unself exists everywhere at all times. It is not just
every situation I am in, iz s also I in the situation. Self, to the extent
that it is egoically self-informed, is therefore constantly anxious (about
unself: fear) and constantly in need (of more self: desire), although it
can admit neither zo itself because doing so would also admit the
reality of unself, which self does not and cannot do. It cannot accept
that the reason it is restless, irritable or needy is because it is
constantly threatened by silence, death or love, or that its consequent
‘need’ for stimulation, security or sex are in flight from the void in its
own being, for that would put a reason-obliterating non-thing within
its reasoning, like putting infinity within an everyday calculation,
reducing it to nonsense.

Because ego reproduces itself through over-focus on its
particular swells, delimited by likes, wants and so on, and because
consciousness “governs” regardless of these limits, allowing a selfless
whole to form, ego experiences any form of attack on its parucular
stunts, as an existential hazard of the first order. Criticism of one
1solated part of the personality threatens the entire warped structure,
for it cannot be changed without rebuilding the entire thing. I seek to
discover why you are always ill, or I disrupt your morning routine
with an unexpected demand, or I question your support of a public
personality and you feel the shiver of death. From far away, to be
sure, so far away it seems like mere irritation or boredom, but ego
hears the distant approach of the only enemy it cannot defeat. It
unconsciously knows that it can only really change its ‘foibles’ by
changing its enzire way of life, and as there can be no ‘entire’ for the
limited self, it moves immediately into attack mode.
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The awareness of egoic personality — isolated thelema, soma,
viscera, and nous sliding over the screen of the self-informed self —
exists as a limited pool of light in the limitless darkness of unself,
which is suppressed by ego into what we call the unconscious. For
consciousness, for I, there is no unconscious; there is just deeper and
deeper experience of unself. For ego, however, existing on the visible
crust of itself, there is a universe of inaccessible darkness. This
comprises, again for ego, two elements; the unselfish thing-in-itself
(the consciousness that I am) along with all the sub-conscious
urges that ego pushes out of awareness. These urges are all towards
self (primal desire) and away from unself (primal fear), meaning
they are all selfish; the very nucleus of selfishness in fact, which ego
can never bring fully into awareness without self-destructing. It can
admuat 1t 1s selfish, but it cannot experience the reality of it, for to do so
would be to be conscious, which ego does everything in its power to
resist.

(Here we run into something of a contradiction. We can say that
‘ego 1s unconscious’, in that it cannot experience the conscious thing-
in-itself. But because consciousness is suppressed, pushed out of
awareness, iz becomes, at least from the perspective of ego, the
unconscious; so we can also say ‘ego is not the unconscious’. We can,
correspondingly, describe ego as ‘in darkness’ — as an unconscious
automaton blind to the light of consciousness or love or what have
you — or we can describe ego as the creator of a limited, deathly,
schizoid light, separating itself from the mysterious darkness that it is
terrified to enter.)

Thus for ego there is a horrifying mystery “beyond” the limits of
its experience, which it represents metaphorically as heaven — a lost
paradise of conscious freedom — and hell — the inferno of fears and
desires which it has pushed from awareness. Neither heaven nor hell
can be faced as they are by ego; it is always so much better than you
think, and always so much worse. The horrors of one’s remote past,
the terror one has of admitting one’s shameful fears and desires, the



majestic joy of naked existence, writhing now at one’s feet, and the
ongoing betrayal of it in the horrifying triviality of egoic thought; all
such realities are, for the self-informed self, literally unthinkable.
They do not exist, they cannot exist, and if they do appear — in a
criticism or a reminder or an explanation or a work of art — they
appear no different to ghosts or aliens or cartoon characters, bizarre,
terrifying, lacking ‘credibility’ or just plain silly.

If ego does finally release its grip on itself and pass through the
threshold, an event which, for the ego, is always preceded by immense
suffering, it finds that neither heaven nor hell (religious or secular)
exist; both self~-made poles have collapsed into a single selfless state
“beyond” the illusions of good and evil.
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If self slips into the simplicity of consciousness and context, egoic
good and evil vanish, and with them their ordinary, visible forms; like
and dislike. Like and dislike (meaning egoic like and dislike, rather
than the natural preferences of character) are two unremarkable weeds
connected to a vast subterranean cancer of ego, dark roots of fear and
desire eating their way through the body of the earth. They are so
dreadful to man that he must continually push them from self-
awareness into the unconscious, an effort registered on his ever-
stressed brow as tension, weariness and care.

Like and dislike are personal totems and taboos, religiously
revered and feared symbolic signposts or markers which ego erects
over the inner world, marking off threatening areas of diminishment
and directing the vehicle of attention into the knowable. These
threatening ‘areas’ are not just rooms in the house of the self, but
exits from it, into a primeval forest, an aboriginal world of infinite
strangeness and beauty. Over time, the signposts become larger and
more terrifying and the paths of self-directed attention become roads,
and then motorways. The knowable becomes predictable, the
unknowable, unthinkable. Any call to slow down, go off road into the
land of dislike, is greeted with agitation and anger. Finally, as the
house grows, as motorways cover the land, the forest dies, and then
there is no need for signposts, because there is nowhere to escape to.
The world has become normal.

Like and dislike are two mountain tops,- an unremarkable,
taken-for-granted background to one’s unremarkable, taken-for-
granted life which, as soon as they are genuinely threatened, become
volcanoes; the sunken magma of fear and violence, which lies
underneath everyone’s everyday personality — unacknowledged,
unfelt, unknown — explodes. While spending time with selfless people
1s like an aimless stroll across virgin meadows, that spent with the
egoic is more like an attempt to get from one side of a minefield to
another without a map. Say the wrong thing, make light of a totem or
step on a taboo and BOOM! Everyone is astonished, including the



personality itself. ‘He seemed so nice. I had no idea he could be so
violent! So cowardly! So childish!’

Like and dislike manifest as opinions, the various conceptual
judgements of one’s secondary taste-matrix. ‘Everyone is entitled to
their opinion’ — provided of course that opinion cannot apply 1o
everyone, or everything. Conversely, when it comes to the truth, that
which does apply to everyone and to everything, nobody is entitled to
their opinion. You can’t have an opinion about consciousness and
context, about unself and the various qualities it manifests as, but of
course ego, which subsumes primal awareness into taste, 1S not just
unable to see this, but is actively threatened by the prospect of giving
up its expressed likes and dislikes. The upshot is that, firstly, great
artists and teachers rarely express opinions, making instead
pronouncements which strike ego as absurdly or even terrifyingly
confident, and, secondly, people who hesitate to give an opinion
about medicine, wine, fashion or whatever else lies beyond their taste-
matrix, immediately leap into opinionated assertions about the nature
of the universe, the mysteries of love and the fundaments of human
nature. Similarly, you will hear people admit to a lack of talent,
education, opportunity or self-control, and also to various phobias
and diseases — for these things are objects that ego can blame. You
might even hear ego admit to being a loser, or an idiot; in which case
it has created an image of itself — the ‘old me’ that made the mistake
which the ‘new me’ now admits or masochistically gets off on
disparaging. What you won’t hear too often i1s someone admit that
they are inflexible, humourless, unloving, morally blind or boring, at
least not until they’ve been broken by life.

Mediocre teachers speak only to opinion, which is why their
students nod away at matters they themselves have realised, because it
1s all common, explicit knowledge dressed up, as it must be by an
egoic teacher, with verbiage obscuring their, and their students’,
poverty of insight, an insight that great teachers, by contrast, fill their
work with, and which speaks not to the manifest mind of a self
agreeing with its own knowledge, but to the pre-manifest bellymind of
a self experiencing that which precedes the knowable.



* Barry Long, Only Fear Dies
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Ego, having only the experience of ego to judge by, takes ego and
unself to be the same thing. It may have secondary taste, but it
completely lacks primary discernment. It takes primal attraction to
be the same as secondary, consciousness to be the same as awareness,
metaphor to be the same as cliche, character to be the same as
personality and all unselfish qualities to be the same as their
superficially similar egoic equivalents. It conflates, in other words,
fundamental antonyms:

1. Ego takes intelligence — a mind responsive to context and
consciousness — to be synonymous with cleverness — a mind
responsive to its own concepts. Cleverness, or being smart, asks
questions which have knowable answers, such as ‘how can I get rich?’
or ‘how can I win friends and influence people?’ or ‘what is the
mechanism that causes certain materials to exhibit superconductivity
at temperatures much higher than 25 kelvins?’ and finds answers that
follow from the premises. Intelligence asks questions which cannot be
literally answered, such as ‘how do I become a genius?’ or ‘how can I
get her phone number?’ or ‘what’s the sodding point?’ and finds new
premises.

11. Ego takes generalisation — a literal expression of a quantitative
majority or a vague, non-literal, expression of a general quality — as
cliched stereotyping — the conflation of a heterogeneous reality with a
homogeneous fact. Generalisation, being context-dependent, admits
qualification and exception but, being an expression of quality,
collapses under quantitative scrutiny. Thus, those who wish to resist
the truth of a truthful generalisation — gardening is good for you, the
left are ruthless and servile, camp men are particularly neat, wet
hearts like dry heat, Japs love animals, Arabs don’t, rich people are
insensitive sadists, modernism is rubbish, British Christians are
freaks, metalheads are curiously sweet, broad beans are weird — just
have to closely inspect it, and the truth of it vanishes, just as a
landscape vanishes through a microscope.



1. Ego takes courageous sacrifice — allowing self or some treasured
element of self to die so that the good or the true might live — to be
mere bravery — either a calculated bid to augment the self (including
the groupself) with an act of self-destruction, or plain old reckless
stupidity. The egoic self cannor accept that genuine sacrifice, altruism
and unconditional love exist. No evidence can persuade it otherwise,
because that for which a genuinely sacrificial act is made does not
exist for ego.

Fundamental antonyms are fundamental in the sense that they relate
to self and unself (relative antonyms — up and down, introverted and
extroverted — do not concern us here) and so self Zas to take them to
be synonymous. Other examples include; obeying and submuitting, joy
and fun, pain and suffering, partnership and relationship, curiosity and
prying, fooling and clowning, reason and rationality, ritual and spectacle,
genius and talent, scenius and groupthink, love-making and sex, society (or
culture) and civilisation, sorrow and unhappiness, gazing and staring,
idleness and boredom, originality and mnovelty, narcotic and ntoxicant,
abuse and offence, generosity and profligacy, thrift and meanness, freedom
and rights, empathy and sympathy, and metaphor and cliche. In each
case the latter of the pair, the egoic self-graspable form, is confused
with the selfless quality of the former. Not through error — although
ego will always appeal to error if it is caught out — but through
intrinsic blindness to antonymous qualities, which are instantly
translated into antonymous quantities. For ego, the difference
between the mind-graspable world and the essentially ineffable earth,
or between system-friendly reformist stagversion and profoundly
revolutionary subversion, is, at best, not one of kind, but of degree.
This 1s also how egoic people can look upon the derivative cheese of
an epigone and see the sparkling originality of a master, or look upon
the hideous death-mask of a supermodel and see a paragon of
blooming beauty, or look upon a genius’s love for mankind and see
useless narcissism (or, conversely, regard a philanthropist’s donation
as the acme of altruism). It is a source of endless wonder to conscious



people that their fellows can be so stupendously undiscerning, just as
Solidland folk are continually amazed that Flatlanders consider a

hollowed-out section of a tree — an empty ring of bark seen as a 2D
slice — to be no different from a 3D living tree.
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Ego has no way of discerning the difference between primary
transdimensional quality and secondary dimensional form. This
doesn’t just mean that it conflates fundamental antonyms, it also
means that it makes a distinction between fundamental synonyms,
where, ultimately, none exists. For ego, quality and reality are in the
self alone, and so only the frustration of self is registered as low-
quality. This creates opposites (selfish quality versus selfish unquality,

or selfish reality versus selfish unreality) which are, from a conscious
perspective, illusions, or correlative opposames:

1. Ego, projected into the future, is forced into a state of oscillating
hope, that it will get what it wants, and fear that it won’t. Likewise,
when it looks into the past, emotions of pride, at what it did right, and
guilt, at what it did wrong, predominate. These emotional states can
only exist in tension with a corresponding pole — just as actual poles
can — and so ego cannot fathom that they are all creations of ego.
Hope and fear must remain essentially different to ego for the same
reason like and dislike must, or expectation (good thing going to
happen, expansion of ego) and worry (bad thing going to happen,
contraction), both of which lead to disappointment, anger or simply
more of the same, more hoping and fretting, and both of which are
constantly justified on one’s own behalf in the same way, as
‘optimism’ and ‘realism’, or if the hope and fear are on someone else’s
behalf, as ‘caring’.

1. Ego takes its favoured political position, the one from which it has
most to gain, as the high-quality choice (which it calls ‘moral’,
‘realistic’, ‘fair’, etc.) and its opposite, which threatens to take away
what ego has, as the low-quality option. Thus private capitalism,
concentrating wealth and power into the hands of independent
businessmen and their professional servants 1is presented as
antonymous with communism or socialism, concentrating wealth and
power into the hands of state functionaries and their professional
servants. That one or the other might improve the lot of the mass in



one way or another, or that this or that secondary benefit might
accrue here or there, are seized on by ego as counter-evidence against
their complementary identities, both operating completely within the
boundaries of the egoic system.

111. All the distinctions made by the literalist mind in order to orient
itself in space and in what it calls time — /left and right, up and down,
before and after, this and that, are, ultimately, metaphorical illusions
which no more exist in reality than measurements do. They come into
existence through the activity of the self, relating itself to the
concepts, percepts, affects and actions of what appear to be other
things, or other selves.

Other fundamental synonyms include pessimism and optimism, death
and lfe, care and carelessness, subjective and objective, mentation and
emotion, work and fun, religion and science, empiricism and rationalism,
wdealism and realism, boredom and excitement, sadism and masochism,
mono-gender and pseudo-gender, monotheism and atheism, me and you, all
of which are distinct as ‘poles of representation’, but identical as
representation. Clearly, therefore, to the self — which is representation
— 1t 18 not just reasonable to make a distinction between them but,
again for the self, useful or even essential. To abandon a distinction
between religion and science, or work and fun, makes it almost
impossible for the self to talk about the world as it is. To conflate life
and death, or me and you, makes it impossible for the self to live in
the world, zout court. We would rightly call such a self insane. But the
reason that the ego assumes that these poles are jfundamentally
antonymous is not because of their relative distinction, but because
ego cannot inhabit a state of absolute difference to them, a state of
unselfish quality which makes even the most solid sense of self-
generated separateness soften, or even melt, into a dream.

Because ego is unable to discern the sameness of fundamental
synonyms it can — and will — describe freedom as slavery, social as
anti-social, love as hate, beauty as ugliness, truth as lies, simplicity as
complexiry, saniry as madness, originality as derivation and war as peace;



or vice-versa. Without acrual experience of quality — of what is
actually good, true, lovely, sane, and so on — there 1s no real reason to
call an invasion of Iraq ‘wrong’, or a pickled sheep ‘ugly’, or an official
‘pandemic’ an ‘illusion’, because there is no such thing as right,
beautiful or reality. They are all, to ego, ‘subjective’. The conscious
self might call such misuse of language lies, but the egoic, self-
informed self, cannot see it that way, any more than a fish can see the
ocean as ‘wet’. Reality comes to ego as ego; it 1s all a lie — so how can
there be a lie for ego, unless ego, the final arbiter of truth, is somehow
losing out? Social-networking and social-distancing, for example,
serve what ego sees, and can only see, as ‘society’, just as freedom and
slavery do, or war and peace, terms which are put to whatever
temporary use is required, regardless of what is actually being served.
Likewise, ego can accurately describe a genuine act of love, one which
jeopardises ego — and therefore reality itself — as ‘hatred’, or an act of
selflessness, as ‘selfish’ or ‘pretentious’.
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With no unselfish standard by which to judge experience, the self-
informed self is haunted by a chronic lack of discernment. Most of its
verdicts come down to a straightforward calculation of self-interest,
and where this yields no obvious standard of judgement, to pure
guesswork. This is why:

1. The default state of ego is ‘sorry’. It cannot help but make
catastrophic errors, because it cannot consciously experience that to
which good decisions fit; the context. It continually misses its
moment, sails past opportunity, ignores subtle cries for help or fatly
sits on the delicate mood of the room and then greets universal
exasperation with a thick, ‘What? What did I do?’ It cannot read
gestures, or faces or eyes or tone of voice and, when assessing other
people — their honesty, integrity, love — makes one appalling mistake
after another. In matters of great depth ego flounders, while in its own
trivial concerns it brings to bear the skill and acumen of the master
craftsman. “Those who are serious in ridiculous matters will be

ridiculous in serious matters’.-

11. Ego has no way of discerning the difference between moral good
and moral evil. No matter how much the self develops itself, no
matter how refined its taste, no matter how interesting or imaginative
its inner world, no matter how learned, self, by itself, gets no closer to
knowing the fundamental difference between right and wrong, which
1s to say selfishness and selflessness, because it zs self. This is why the
most intelligent or gifted people on earth, able to achieve almost
miraculous intellectual feats, can rarely discern the most elementary
moral truths.T It’s also why teaching ethics in school, or running
advertising campaigns designed to make people act more morally, or
just trying to explain to someone why something is fundamentally
wrong, are so stupendously futile, as if evil acts are carried out
because of misguided beliefs, or incorrect reasoning, and not from the
horrors of emotional pain, or from being impounded in an
unempathic human suit, separated from other selves — indeed from
the universe entire — by a moat which can only be crossed with trivial



‘sympathy’ or ‘care’. Using ethical reasoning against egoic
emotionality is, as Schopenhauer vividly put it,* like using an enema
needle to put out a raging fire. Appealing to the moral sense of an
armoured, numbed or emotional self is like arguing with a character
in a book.

Empathy — intuitively, transdimensionally, experiencing you-in-
yourself as me-in-myself — is the foundation of all meaningful ethics
everywhere and at all times. Why 1is it wrong to fuck your frustration
into a pro? Why is it immoral to be an ‘inspiring teacher’ or a ‘good
doctor’? Why is it evil to obliterate the lives of the poor so that you
can feel safer, or can have a nicer house or can wear a cheaper blouse?
The answer to these questions is the same as the reason why it is
unethical, wrong, immoral and evil to engage with other people via
method and technique — to see nothing but the useful or useless in
them, or to view the other (person, animal, tree) through the prism of
one’s fears and desires. It is wrong because the empathic oneness of I
and thou is thereby divided into two. Merely me and you, cut off from
each other. As ego comes pre-divided, it has no possible way of
grasping this, and so its morality always comes down to method and
technique, either the simple, immediate morality of the ordinary man,
looking out for number 1 (unless numbers 2-9 look like him, or come
from him, or can help him) or the complex, remote morality of the
priest or scientist, also looking out for number 1, but behind a mask
of care. The popular morality of utilitarianism, for example —
common amongst theists and atheists — makes much of the necessity
of generating, through one’s acts, as much ‘happiness’ as possible, but
this ‘happiness’, or ‘well-being’, comes down to satisfying the technical
needs of self (providing somatic ‘comfort’, noetic ‘meaning’, visceral
‘consolation’, or thelemic ‘purpose’), and so, logically, because it is a
technical matter, we need ‘moral experts’ — priests, scientists (and
then machines) — to manage society, in order to carry out this caring
project, to make us as comfortable as possible.

Empathy is not automatically available to self — I must be
conscious in order to experience anything or anyone else from within



— and so it can be lost, or, if self is sufficiently stimulated by fear and
desire, taken away. To be a moral person is therefore not an attribute,
like being a tall person, but an ongoing commitment to selflessly
experiencing the context and, through physiognomic imitation, the
other. Such a commitment, to let go of one’s own self, to feel, from
within, that of the other, requires, particularly in this world, an energy
and courage which few can muster. Man flees from empathy into
care, into self-oriented worry about the future, which he «calls
‘concern’, but which corrals him off from a genuinely moral state.
People who are not here and now, who are bored, or anxious to get
something, or always worrying, cannot feel from within, and so
cannot do or be good. This 1s why restless people, and caring
professionals, are such unpleasant company. It’s also why it is
misleading to say that there are good and bad people in the world;
there are only conscious and unconscious people. Paying attention is
a moral act.

11i. Ego might start out bold and reckless, but its bold and reckless
choices repeatedly lead to shameful failure. After a series of disastrous
choices — in who to collaborate with, or who to sleep with, or what to
do, or where to go — ego tends, in the end, towards safety, because a
free life is experienced as a perpetual sequence of ‘bet it all on black’,
and cynicism, as life and humanity disappoint at least half the time.

1v. Similarly, egoic adults are undiscerning in matters of child-care.
They give license when they should impose limits, and they limit
where they should allow freedom. In the first case, adults simply don’t
care. They let their children do what they want, have what they want,
eat what they want, go where they want with whomever they please;
which very often means straight to hell. The boundaries which
children need (continually tested, through cheek, to see if they are up
to snuff) are an effort for parents to intelligently, flexibly maintain,
and so they are simply abandoned, and with them, the child’s
immortal soul. In the second case, children are literally spoilt by
imprisoning them in a carefully policed, heavily armed, germ-free
bubble-suit, or by nailing them to a chair for twenty years, or by



slapping back their ‘inappropriate’ displays of wild joy and mad
delight, or by rewarding them for nor exploring, or by paying them off
with toys rather than allowing them to go on adventures with their
friends or meaningfully participate in social life with adults (although,
note, anxious children tend to cling to adults and ‘feel more
comfortable’ with them). Adults don’t have social lives, at least none
that a child can enjoyably, physically, take part in, and they certainly
don’t have any kind of meaningful relationship with the wild, and so,
in place of participation in sensate inner experience, adults direct the
free attention of their children toward things. This does at least have
the advantage of preparing children for a world in which only things
count.

v. Ego never really knows what’s wrong. It can find no proximal or
distal cause of its problems and so cannot accept that ego itself is
smothering the essence and quality of who I am, nor that society is
crushing my spirit. Neither can be allowed to penetrate the chronic
medialism of the isolated self, which can only look zo self to
understand or solve its problems. Ego, faced with its own ills, cannot
answer the question ‘is it me, or is it the situation?’ It swings between
the two to further its own ends — blaming itself when the world is at
fault, or blaming the world when it is at fault — only ever approaching
the truth by accident. When dealing with other people’s problems, it
will do the same; either moralise, psychologise and blame the person
— when it is the horrors of the system which are to blame — or excuse
away another’s egotism as the result of this or that influence or
situation — when the cause and origin of the problem lies in greed or
gutlessness.

vi. Ego has two basic mod: operandi; that of the physicalist, viewing
reality as a matrix of cause and effect relationships, or that of the
solipsist, for whom no laws, literal or otherwise, have any validity. Ego
applies whichever view suits its purposes; if a cause-and-effect
assessment of self threatens exposure, it will float vaguely through the
episode, imperiously waving it away, or calling on bizarre associative
explanations. If the reality of conscious quality gets too close,



however, ego will adopt laser-like rationality to dispose of it. This is
why ego is unable to perceive the cause of its moodies, hangovers,
anxieties and depressions — because it is incapable of applying reason
to that which will uncover the originating addiction (to porn, for
example, or over-excitement, or massive quanta of industrial energy),
and incapable of perceiving the quality which, through its pig-headed
attachment, it is ignoring.

vii. Societies composed of egos are forced to go to absurd lengths to
indemnify themselves against the dreadful choices their members are
liable to make; for example, a perfectly useless system of academic
credentialisation demanding obviously capable people go through
years of pointless education in order to get a piece of paper telling
them they can do what they were perfectly able to learn on the job; or
an equally burdensome litany of laws and regulations to organise
activity and judge guilt, when it 1s obvious what should be done or
who should be punished or avoided. Obvious to anyone with eyes in
their head, not so obvious to pinheads trapped in me-shaped prisons,
who must have the facts, the data, the qualification or the proof in
order to be able to make a simple decision.

* Cato the Elder, quoted by Plutarch, Moralia: Sayings of Kings and Commanders
1 Leo Tolstoy, What is Art?
I Arthur Schopenhauer, Two Fundamental Problems of Ethics
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Ego is also grievously undiscerning in matters of priority. In reality,
technique 1s subordinate to quality, the literal is subordinate to the non-
literal, why 1s subordinate to what, the empirical example 1s subordinate
to the ontological state, the conforming social self is subordinate to the
unique unselfish individual, the waking self 1s subordinate to wakeful
consciousness, science 18 subordinate to art and, in the underworld, man
and masculinity are subordinate to woman and femininity. In each case,
although attention must [systolically] clench on the former, it must
continually [diastolically] release into the consciousness and context
of the latter, or it will be trapped in a represented universe in which
there 1s no difference between the two.

In such a projected universe, the self-informed self cannot make
a deciston. Where is it to get its data from, by what standard is it to
decide? Ego only has the data of the self — principally the past — as a
resource, which makes its success in the present a matter of accident;
at least in questions of primary importance. With secondary, technical
matters, ego, at least in principle, knows what to do; but when it
comes to quality, to choosing between right and ‘right’, it i1s lost.
Every situation is unique, and so every problem is unique. You can
build up experience to handle problems, but only ever problems that
are /ike the one you’re facing now. If you approach this problem, the
unique one in front of you, like a scientist, you cannot possibly handle
what is novel about it. With worldly problems, this isn’t a problem.
Situations in an environment made by the mind — at work, at school
— are much the same as other such institutionally-constrained
situations. With problems that extend beyond the limits of the known
and the knowable, however, the likelihood of grievous error massively
increases. ‘Do I love her?’ for example. How is the scientific mind to
handle that one? Or ‘How do I deal with the death of my daughter?’
Or ‘What am I going to do?’ In such situations, when ego doesn’t
know what to do, or what to believe, it invariably tries to find the
decision, that thing in the mind that I can get, that place in the future I
can get o, that rule I can follow to get me out of the fix I’'m in. But
there is no instruction manual for quality, nor can there be, and so



ego is forced to rely on what it wants or likes, which it then has to
justify as ‘the truth’. This justification might be extraordinarily
sophisticated, but even the most complex books of philosophy in the
world canon often end up boiling down to ‘why what I want is good’.
We like to think that we decide what we want or don’t want; the
reality is that what we want and don’t want decides us.
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§08.

The [noetic] conceptual ego believes that likes and dislikes, addictions
and fears, boredom and fun, and even qualities like love, genius and
sensitivity all exist primarily as concepts. Just as corrupted children,
when asked, ‘where do you love Mummy?’ point to their heads, so
selfish adults, when looking for the reason why someone did
something, look behind their eyes. Unhappiness, for ego, is a belief, a
thing in the brain which can be tinkered with by a professional mind-
mechanic in order to produce a more desirable outcome. That we act
first from feeling or emotion — processes, stretching through ‘time’—
and then create conceptual things like reasons and beliefs to justify
those actions, is unacceptable to the mind, even if it is demonstrated
beyond doubt by physicalist science (as it has been). The reason for
this, is that feelings and emotions are not felt as feelings and
emotions, as two different things.

Conscious feeling is invisible to ego. It doesn’t exist. There is
only emotion; self-informed viscera, the subjective ground of all of
ego’s perceptions, actions and ideas, endlessly, selfishly, churning
away in the affective body. As it moves through the physical system it
1s sensed as a sucking, draining cannonball in the belly, a tight,
excited coil across the chest, a vibrating need in the craw, a clenched
neck or a weary weight at the back of the head. These emotional
affects are then connected up by the mind to a cause and given a
name — such as depression, anxiety, irritation, shame, boredom,
moodiness, excitement, fear, desire — and something to blame. The
particular swells and stunts of the particular ego, and the particular
situation it finds itself in, determine the manifest name, form or
sensation of the emotion, but the source, the emotion itself, is the
same; the same t/ung in the body. What’s more, it is always the same,
which is why emotion always feels, and appears, so ridiculously
immature; because there’s no real difference between the emotion of a
childish tantrum and that of a grown-up one. The reason for this, why
different emotions are not experienced as the same thing, is because
experience itself is absent. I am not conscious of emotion, because I



am it. When I am angry, I am anger. When I have a mood-on, I am
that mood. I cannot detach from it — fee/ it — because there is no I for
ego to access. I has been usurped, possessed by the emotion, which is
now calling itself ‘I’.
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§99.

Emotion is the past. It is the living past, built from suffering, pushed
out of conscious awareness, into the excluded dark, which then
becomes the unacknowledged, unknown acriviry of unconsciousness,
the source of all human suffering. The self-informed mechanism of
the ego then wuses the past to perpetuate itself, through guilt,
depression and regret, or, by projecting itself into the future, through
fear, worry and anxiously looking forward, all of which are based on
things acquired in the past, that ego now feeds on the fear of losing.

It is the cleverness of ego — to say nothing of its amazing speed
— that makes it so stupendously difficult to grasp and overcome. It
masquerades as I by using my intelligence, my thoughts and my past,
to mechanically generate emotional suffering, along with all the
mental excreta that this suffering dumps into my mind. Ego becomes
I, I suffer, but there is no ‘not-I’ to escape to. This is the core reason
why, when I am miserable, my whole life, even the whole world,
appears miserable, from the very beginning of time. It is impossible to
imagine that I was ever happy or that I will ever be again; because
happiness 1s not an up thought that I can simply substitute my down
thoughts for, but is consciousness itself; the absence of which is why I
am unhappy in the first place. It’s also why when I feel irritated the
irritation appears to be coming from the actions of others, who ‘can’t
do anything right’ (even objects appear malevolent and scheming).
Thus, the depressed woman sees life dead-grey in the marrow, the
man of anger sees a world on fire, out to ger him; both bringing into
existence the justifying reason for their emotional suffering. In fact
ego goes looking for this reason, looking ourward for a justifying
reflection in the world, which it sees only as emotion. The immature,
emotional sadist looks around for trouble, while the foolishly
inquisitive masochist lets him in, with a look. Then the mischief
begins. Neither can really understand the consequent contention, or
escape from it, because both look zo their selves, or into the self-
filtered world, for justification and escape.

The totalising presence of the emotional ego is also why
‘positive thinking’, or trying to cheer yourself up by thinking of the



starving children in the world, or talking to people who have all the
answers, are all so useless when you’re really down; it’s not an idea or
an explanation you need when you are unsettled by love; what you
need is love; not an emotional thing, or a thought-thing, but a living
experience Finally, it’s also why it is so hopelessly difficult trying to
reach people who are drowning in misery. Your kind words are empty
shells which they can only fill with their own unconscious emotion.
Trying to cheer someone up who is depressed is like trying to rescue a
man trapped down a well by describing how lovely and sunny it is up
here. In Latin.
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§100.

Emotion is unconscious, secondary, literal, factual and dead. Feeling
1S conscious, primary, non-literal, non-factual and alive. Emotion is
mechanical, and can be manipulated with ridiculous ease. Feeling can
be altered, but it remains connected to an unalterable unself.
Emotion is crude, digital and can be rated; on an equally crude and
digital scale. Feeling is infinitely subtle, analogue and immeasurable;
as it “blends” into context and consciousness, there 1s no limit to its
intensity or its profundity. Emotion, being egoic, 1s fundamentally a
private experience; ego can rationally determine, from evidence, that
someone 1s sharing the same emotion, but the emotion itself is
bounded and literally limited. Feeling is fundamentally unselfish, and
so can be fundamentally shared. Being unselfish, it is in the body
‘here’, but not completely confined to it; it is one with the context and
all those who are conscious of it. A couple can both experience the
same particular quality of their love together, a group can all
experience the same quality of the day, an artist can share the intense
particularity of the moment. This is difficult in mediated, urban
environments, subject to selfish tensions, surrounded by things made
by egoic minds which pornographically stimulate egoic emotions. Not
so in the presence of the wild, where there is nothing egoic, nothing
made by mind, to reflect back mind. The feeling of a warm moonlit
midnight, idling next to a misty lake, is not something out there which
we interpret. I am it, and those around me are it too. When we look
at, or talk with each other, we do not understand the facts of ourselves
and conclude that we’re all happy for the same reason; we wnstantly
recognise the quality of unself in the mood, the gesture, the tone. In
the city, spaces must be made for genuine feelings to be felt, which is
why the homes of conscious people are relaxing or inspiring.

Visceral feeling extends beyond the boundaries of the literal
mind into experience that appears o the literal mind almost
unbelievably strange. We call such experience psyche, if it relates to
the subjective self, or atmosphere, if it relates to the objective world.
Informed by ego, psyche and atmosphere make an uncanny misery of
illnesses, periods, depressions and night terrors. They also produce



the vibe-guff of spiritualists, crystal dingers, seventh-realm
psychonauts and similar selves who reject ‘closed-minded’ physicalism
in order to blast the doors off their own solipsistic minds and let
literally anything in; for there is no intrinsic truth in atmosphere or
psyche, any more than there is in perception or thought. Only when
rooted in consciousness can truth come to atmosphere, as profound
intuition, or to psyche, as profound vision, both of which are as unreal
to ego as its own inner universe of feeling. The difference, for
instance, between two identical empty rooms, one in which two
people in love have lived and one in which two people have been
murdered, or between a nutter’s report of an alien abduction and a
visionary experience of mythic wisdom, or between mere anger and
righteous ire, or between tears of profound sorrow and those of mere
regret — 1s meaningless to the self-bound self. Ego is unable to
discern the difference between such things, which is why, when
someone 1s dissolved in feeling, ego assumes they are emotional,
getting or not getting something; and that gets ego down.

The conflation of feeling and emotion is the proximal cause of
oceans of suffering, both obvious and obscured. Ego is completely
unaware of the forest of delicate-yet-devastating inner sensations and
intuitions that a great symphony evokes, or a bike ride across Wales,
or a year with a wonderful lover, or an Aboriginal walkabout, or a
conscious brush with death. Even the most ordinary of days contain a
prismatic theatre of subtle qualities which bubble up as sighs or nods
or interesting insights or whispers from afar. All this strange loveliness
1s lost to ego, but it doesn’t know what it’s missing, because it can’t
know that it doesn’t know. What it does know, from time to time, is
that it is unhappy, that it is frustrated, that it 1s bored, that it is
annoyed, that it is persecuted, that, after the party, it is sz//
discontent, and that it’s just all so unfair.

If, instead of being the emotion of anger, man could consciously
feel his irritation at his children or at his wife — the presence of it in
the body — he would see it for what it is, and in the seeing the anger
would nstantly start to deflate. He would be able to do something
about the fear and frustration his ever outwardly-looking self puts on



her; pick up a paintbrush, go on a diet, leave the job he hates or even
leave her. We call such an inability to act — inherent to ego, which is
unable to see beyond its fear — cowardice, and we call such inability to
feel the emotion that is between me and appropriate action, pride, the
pride of the torch looking for the darkness. All it can see is the light of
the object; your fault. Facts, in such cases — attempts to make
someone see — are impotent, for they appear before the torch as just
another object, no more able to persuade it of darkness than I can
persuade my computer that it isn’t conscious. The only thing that can
persuade ego of its fake autonomy is the very suffering that it creates.

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

§101.

Suffering is not pain, it is ego’s reaction zo pain. Such reaction is
secondary suffering. When I have an earache there is the ‘pure’
sensation of pain in the ear, which is certainly bad enough, but the
pain i1s a qualitatively different kind of ‘bad’, or ‘unpleasant’, to the
emotional-thelemic ‘straining away’ from the pain which ego engages
learning to live with pain — at least the bearable kind (for eventually
even the Buddha turns to morphine) — is learning how to let go of
this egoic movement and fully allow the sensation of throbbing,
welcoming it even, which at the very least rids the bearer of the
horrendous — and avoidable — egoic component. In some cases it can
bring about a complete change in one’s relationship to pain,
dissipating it into nothing.

It is possible to confirm the difference between pain and
[secondary]| suffering from within, by severing or suppressing the
‘don’t like’ ‘don’t want’ mechanism from the pain-registering system.
Surgery, drugs and certain meditative techniques can produce the
curious sense of pain-without-suffering, of extreme somatic
discomfort, no less vividly felt than normal, but without the
horrendous egoic reaction on top; knowing the pain is there, feeling it,
but not caring. This 1s how animals experience pain. They do not
suffer as we do, because they do not have a self sufficiently conscious
to be able to nor want the pain. They feel it, they desperately try to
avoid it, but when they have it, they don’t care about it as we do,
which is how they can do so much more than we can while in dreadful
pain. Woman can withstand more physical pain than man for similar
reasons, not in this case because she feels less pain or is less conscious
— quite the opposite — but because not-liking and not-wanting are
functions of the noetic-thelemic ego, which, generally speaking, has
less power over woman. She also has much more experience with
physical pain, forcing her to give up caring about it, the rather
pathetic care that man is given to.

Self, of course, has to care about pain to some extent, or the



intelligent purpose of it would be lost; for ultimately pain is the
intelligence of life in the body, gently pressing upon the self, guiding it
through the forest of physical existence. This gentleness is registered
by self as microscopic physical tensions and the near-silent voice of
conscience; the twinge of pain that unself uses to steer the self. If the
self has been sensitised by consciousness, the rider hardly needs to
move to make its needs known, whereas, if the super-sensitive animal
of the body has been layered over with armour, conscience must, and
will, dig in its spurs, until the beast bleeds.

Conscience comes to me as the sense that I should leave the
room or enter it, stop apologising and fight, or stop fighting and
apologise, blame them or blame myself, slouch or sit up straight, give
or take, reduce or increase, clench or release, act or accept. Ego,
inherently unable to base action on any other criteria than its own
fears and desires, and chronically unwilling to be directed by any
decree other than its own, can neither hear nor obey the voice of pain.
This congenital lack of discernment is why ego is regularly paralysed
by moral dilemmas, unable to tell if the source of the problem is me
or the situation, or unable to care. As the force of ego’s own immense
gravity has it again and again, and again, making the wrong choice —
either selfish or erratic — and as ego itself is inherently insensitive to
the delicate taps of unself on its window, it persists along its own
course, and the taps of moral conscience become knocks of physical
pain, and still ego persists, and the knocks become hammer-blows,
and sull it persists, until hammer-blows become ego-smashing
asteroids, raining down like God’s fists until I am flat on my back
amongst t