HOME

Home is not a place. It is belonging to an eternal order.

Before you lies an open corpus of meditations. They were born at different
times around a single tension: the search for what endures when the world
is destroyed.

This search has a name — Eros. Not as feeling, but as the fundamental
longing of the soul for its own Center; that force which does not let it finally
fall asleep in the world of forms and leads it through beauty, loss and
stillness back to Home.

These texts unfold from a single center — like a system of concentric
circles. Each fragment is self-sufficient. Every word holds the axis. The book
is built on the principle of emanation: each subsequent circle deepens the
previous one, adding intensity to it.

Instead of chapters — spheres. Instead of a linear path — an unfolding
outward: from stillness to voice and back to stillness.

Read by resonance.

Home is already here.
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Book I. The Source — What Is Home?

How the Soul First Feels Home

The soul rarely recognizes Home at once. Its first encounter with it almost
never appears as a revelation that tears open the sky; there is no voice
calling things by their true names, and no clear thought capable of
proclaiming: here it is. Rather, it happens as a barely perceptible, almost
soundless shift in the gaze itself. The soul looks at the world the same way it
did a moment before — at trees, at human faces, at the movement of
everyday things. But suddenly, within this familiar order, a dimension opens
that does not belong to the outer form alone.

This first feeling of Home is not knowledge — it is recognition without
memory. The soul cannot explain why this moment seems so familiar. It
does not remember the instant when it first saw the Source, and cannot
point to its location on any map of the world. And yet it feels: this sudden
closeness is not accidental. Something so ancient awakens within it that it
precedes the soul's very personality. This is not the discovery of a new
reality, but the remembrance of what was always near, yet remained
invisible through excessive proximity.

Most often this touch arrives through beauty, which holds a strange power
to stop time. When the soul encounters it, its habitual movement — the
movement of use, consumption and evaluation — pauses for a moment. It
ceases to 'deal with' things and begins simply to gaze. In this stopping, the
thing that seemed merely an object suddenly appears as a sign. As if
through its fragile form speaks a fullness that cannot be imprisoned within
it. The soul does not yet know the name of this source, but already feels its
pull.

Home can also announce itself through the experience of loss. When the
soul strikes the wall of pain or radical loneliness, it suddenly sees that no
thing in the world — no role, achievement or possession — can fill its inner
void. This discovery is painful, because it destroys the illusion of a 'home'
built from the sand of transience. But precisely in this destruction another



possibility appears: the soul begins to feel that if peace is possible at all, it
must be deeper than any outer form. Pain becomes a negative of light —
pointing to its existence.

Such an experience is almost always brief, like the flash of a meteor. The
soul quickly returns to its affairs, and the everyday once more covers the
depth of things with its opaque veil. But from now on an indelible trace
remains in its memory. It may forget this experience for years, but the
horizon has already changed. A fissure appears in the world: the soul
continues to live among things, but it already knows that their surface is not
the ultimate reality.

When the soul first feels Home, it may seem as though it has glimpsed
something distant and high. But in truth the opposite is happening. It sees
what was always closer to it than its own breath. Home is not located
'there', beyond the stars; it is the light through which the stars become
visible at all. From this quiet recognition the entire further path begins —
not because the soul makes some volitional decision to seek, but because it
can no longer look at the world as if Home did not exist. From now on, in
every beauty, in every loss and in every stillness, it will seek that light
which once touched its eyes.

On Home as the One

When the soul first feels Home, it is not yet able to name what was revealed
to it in that quiet trembling. It knows only one thing: something has
appeared in the world that does not submit to the ordinary count of things.
Something that cannot be placed alongside other phenomena as yet another
object among objects.

Tradition calls this Source the One.

This name does not mean a 'unit' in the series of numbers. Number arises
only where multiplicity reigns — where one thing is separated from another
by a boundary. But the Source precedes multiplicity. It does not enter into
it, but makes it possible. To call Home the One means to affirm that
everything that exists has a common root. Things differ in forms and
destinies, but their being is not severed. Behind the visible chaos stands a
quiet unity, through which the world appears as a whole at all.



That is why the first touch of Home is experienced as recognition. The soul
does not encounter something foreign; it opens to the foundation that
always sustained its own existence. It sees not a new reality, but the Center
of the very reality in which it had been dwelling all along.

The One is not a thing and not a force. It does not act among other causes
and does not occupy a place among other entities. It is that through which a
thing becomes a thing, a form becomes a form, and life becomes life. Home
does not add itself to the world as an element to a system; it is that vertical
depth, without which the horizontal world would have no support.

But if Home is so self-sufficient, why does the world exist at all?

The answer is hidden in the nature of fullness. True fullness is not closed
immobility. It is so excessive that it manifests itself through generosity. The
world does not arise from deficiency. The Source does not create it in order
to supplement itself. Within it there is no void that would demand external
filling.

The world arises as an excess of fullness.

As light radiates radiance without losing its power, so the Source bestows
being while remaining unchanged. This bestowal is not a volitional act or a
decision — it is the natural overflow of a sufficiency that knows no limits.
From this generosity all multiplicity arises — not as a severance from Home,
but as its continuous radiation.

That is why the path to Home is not a movement in space. The soul need not
leave the world to find the Source. Everything it encounters already arises
from it and is held by it. To return does not mean to change place. It means
to change the depth of one's gaze.

On Emanation

If the world arises from the excess of fullness, then its appearance cannot
be imagined as creation in the usual sense. We are accustomed to thinking
about the origin of things as a volitional action: someone applies effort,
makes a decision, initiates movement. But the origin of the world is not a
volitional act.

Emanation is not an action, but a natural unfolding of sufficiency.



The One does not leave its own unity. It does not move and does not change.
The world arises not because the Source distances itself from itself, but
because its fullness is so deep that it is capable of generating an infinity of
forms without losing its wholeness. Emanation is not a rupture between
Home and the world. It is similar to light departing from its source: a ray
can illuminate countless things, but the Sun itself does not diminish from
bestowing radiance.

Thus being unfolds from the One in concentric circles. First arises the level
of contemplation — the sphere where Unity first sees itself as a multiplicity
of ideas. Here the forms of the world are not yet separated by space, but
already differ from one another, like transparent contours of future things.
From this pure thought the World Soul is born. In it, ideas begin to aspire
toward embodiment; it is the force that carries the breath of the Source into
space and sets it in motion.

Thus gradually the world we know appears: the world of bodies, births and
disappearances. It is precisely here that eternity consents to become
history.

The soul enters the world not through error or exile, but through the excess
of inner light that finds eternity too confining. It goes out into time so that
the Source might touch its own limits and know itself not only as Stillness,
but also as Response. This going-out is the first act of trust: eternity
consents to limitation by form, so that Light might cease to be blind to itself
and know itself through a form capable of recognizing it.

In this outpouring of being, Time arises — as the rhythm of unfolding
eternity. What in the Source exists as fullness beyond time, in the world
becomes a sequence of moments. Time is not an accident; it is the manner
in which the One unfolds its infinity in duration. Yet the further the light
recedes from the Center, the thinner its connection with the beginning
becomes. At the very periphery of emanation, where the light fades, space
appears for a false gaze — the moment when the soul may accept a
reflection for the Light itself.

But even at the furthest point, the cosmos remains not a distance from
Home, but its unfolded history. Emanation does not destroy unity — it only
renders it hidden. In every moment, in every form, the quiet echo of origin
from the One continues to sound.

That is why the soul is capable of recognizing Home even in scattered
things. It feels in them not only a fragile surface, but the depth from which



they arose. When this recognition occurs, a truth opens: emanation was not
a fall. It was the generosity through which fullness allowed the world to
appear.

On the Patience of Matter

Matter is not the enemy of Light and not an independent force opposing
Home. It is the boundary at which the breath of the Source becomes quiet,
almost imperceptible. If the Center is the ultimate concentration of being,
then matter is its ultimate dispersal; the state where Light has become so
rarefied that it has become capable of receiving form, weight and
temporality.

The soul's error is not that it touches matter, but that it sees in this density
a final stopping place. Matter is similar to the outermost point of a wave: it
no longer has the visible force of the ocean, but it is still water. It is the
patience of the Absolute, its consent to be limited, so that the world might
become tangible. When we call matter 'lower’, we forget that it is precisely
matter that allows love to become action, and contemplation to be embodied
in word, touch or gesture.

For a transparent soul, matter ceases to be a prison. It becomes an infinitely
thin fabric on which Home draws its patterns. Matter is not the resistance
to Light; it is its final, humble form. At this point, emanation reaches its
limit. Here Light is most quiet — and here it is closest to form.

On the Order of Being

Emanation is not a random scattering of being. The world does not arise as
a chaotic flow of forms that appear without inner connection. On the
contrary, from the Source proceeds that invisible order which transforms
chaos into cosmos.

This order is not imposed on the world from outside as a system of laws. It
belongs to the very nature of what exists.

Being unfolds hierarchically: each level of reality arises from the previous
one, without severing the connection with it. The One does not disappear
when the Intellect arises; the Intellect does not disappear when the Soul is



born. Each new degree is the unfolding of what was already present in the
Center as pure possibility. Therefore the world resembles not a scatter of
separate things, but a sequence of depths. What seems to us different
worlds are in reality only different degrees of intensity of one and the same
Light.

The closer to the Source — the greater the unity. The further from it — the
more clearly the distinctions stand out.

At the upper levels of being, forms do not yet know rupture; they coexist in
transparent wholeness, where each idea contains within itself the reflection
of all others. Lower, this unity gradually unfolds into differences, and the
differences into the multiplicity of concrete things. Thus arises the world of
bodies, movements and histories.

But even in the most distant layers of emanation, this order does not
disappear. No thing exists by itself — its being is woven into a larger whole
through an invisible hierarchy of origin. The cosmos remains the ordered
unfolding of the Source even where Light seems weakest.

In this orderliness lies a vector for the wanderer. It testifies: the path of the
soul is never an accidental wandering. Wherever the soul looks, the same
structure of being opens before it — steps leading from scattered
multiplicity back to lost Unity. Every thing, besides being itself, is also a
step that bears upon itself the weight of this return.

On the World as Reflection

The world in which a person dwells tries to appear independent. Things
have a clear form, bodies move, events inevitably succeed one another.
Everything looks as if this reality is final and requires no further
justification for its existence.

Yet for one who gazes into depth, the world gradually reveals its true
nature. It ceases to be the source of being and becomes its reflection.

A reflection does not create what it shows; it only conveys the contours of
what already exists at the level of archetypes. A mirror does not give birth
to the face that appears in it; water does not create the sky mirrored on its
surface. In the same way the world of forms is not the primary reality — it is
the moving image of that order which exists higher than it.



In the Intellect, forms exist in their fullness. There they are not separated
by space and not subject to the power of time. Each form contains within
itself the reflection of all others, constituting a transparent and indivisible
unity. In the world we see, this unity disperses. What in the Center is whole,
here becomes the multiplicity of separate bodies and events.

That is why things seem separated to us. Each has its own boundaries, its
own movement and its own history. But these boundaries are not essential.
They arise only because a reflection cannot contain the fullness of its
source.

Here lies the first delusion of the soul: it grows accustomed to looking only
at the surface of the mirror, taking the play of reflections for the truth itself.

When the gaze is fixed on the surface, the cosmos appears as a random
scatter of forms that vanish in the flow of time. Let the gaze change its
depth — and the world reveals another dimension. Things cease to be
isolated islands. She remembers. In the lines of the world a common rhythm
emerges, as if each form is a letter in a great text. Then the world ceases to
be a collection of objects — it becomes Language.

In every form is hidden a hint of what exceeds it. In every beauty — a
reflection of the Source from which it flows. The world does not conceal
truth from the human being; on the contrary — it continuously points to it.
It is a mirror in which eternity permits itself to be seen through the forms of
time.

On Home as the Foundation of All

In conversations about the origin of the world, the beginning is often
imagined as an event. As if in an immeasurably distant past there occurred
a first movement, a flash, from which the cosmos gradually emerged. But
for one who gazes into depth, the beginning is not an event.

It is the Foundation.

The world does not hold itself up. Its forms, laws and rhythms are not a
sufficient justification of their own existence. Everything that changes
requires the unchanging; everything that arises points to what never began.
Thought inevitably arrives at the Foundation — at that which is not a thing
among other things, but makes possible the very existence of any thing.



This Foundation is called the Source or the Beginning. Yet no name
exhausts its nature. For this Foundation does not dwell 'somewhere' outside
the world; it does not stand apart from the cosmos, like a master beside his
product. It is that through which the world is at all.

Everything that exists rests upon it. Forms arise from its fullness, life is
nourished by its invisible presence, and the cosmos unfolds as an infinite
diversity of what has one and the same root.

Therefore the foundation of being we call Home.

Home is not a place among other places, but the primordial reality in which
everything has its origin and to which everything remains inwardly bound.
In Home nothing is foreign. In it every form, even the most fragile, has its
inexhaustible depth. Even when the world disintegrates into countless
separate events, their connection with the Source does not disappear. They
are held by the same Foundation that allowed them to appear.

The cosmos is not a homeless space. Its scatteredness conceals a unity, and
its continuous movement — a quiet support that knows no changes.

When a person asks where all that exists comes from, she is not seeking the
first moment in time. She is seeking Home, which she never left, but which
she has forgotten how to see behind the veil of phenomena.

At this point of remembrance, the voice of Meister Eckhart becomes our
own echo: Home is not located outside the seeker — it is closer to us than
we ourselves are to ourselves.



Book II. The Soul Between Worlds — Why
Is the Soul Not at Home?

On the Soul

Among all that exists, the soul is closest to the mystery of Being. The body
belongs to the world of forms that flash and fade in time; it is subject to the
rhythms of decay, changing together with all that is born and grows old. But
the soul is not exhausted by these rhythms. It lives in time, but does not
belong to it entirely.

In the soul two directions converge.

The first leads downward — into the scattered multiplicity of forms, bodies
and events. By this vector the soul enters the cosmos, takes on the burden
of history, and becomes vulnerable because it accepts the limitations of
what has boundaries. The second direction leads upward — toward what
exceeds any form. Through it the soul remains rooted in a reality that knows
no division.

That is why a person is condemned to a strange sense of doubleness: she is
present in the world of things, but never fully merges with it.

This is experienced as homelessness. Yet this homelessness is not the soul's
weakness or a sign of its failure. It is a sign of its origin — a kind of
ontological immunity, which does not allow it to become entirely at home
among forms. In this restlessness there already acts the gravity of Home,
which works in reverse: it does not let the soul fall asleep in foreign arms,
pulling it not forward into temporal duration, but back — to its true
Foundation. This longing has a name — Eros. It already acts here as an
invisible gravity that does not allow the soul to finally merge with the world
of forms.

It is through this doubleness that longing arises — the quiet knowledge that
no form is final, and no place in the world can become the completion of the



journey. This is the pain of the distance that the soul feels even in moments
of its greatest closeness to things.

But in this same tension, joy is born.

It comes not as consolation, but as a sudden expansion of being, when the
world becomes transparent to the soul for a moment. In such moments
beauty proves too precise to be accidental.

It recognizes in the fragile reflection of things the Light from which it itself
comes. The path of the soul is not a movement in space, but the gradual
return of the gaze to the Center. It does not leave the world; it learns to see
in it what was concealed from its own sight through excessive dispersal.

On the Shift of Gaze

The rupture between the soul and Home is not an external event that
happened once in time. This is not a geographical exile, but an inner
metamorphosis of attention. In its pure state the soul is transparent: it
contemplates the Center and in this contemplation finds its fullness. It has
no need of a 'self', because it has all of being.

The problem arises at the moment of the first movement of turning away.
This is an act of metaphysical displacement: the moment when the soul
ceases to perceive itself as a manifestation of Light and begins to see in
itself an autonomous center. The soul is the only level of being where a
choice of the direction of the gaze is possible — and precisely this freedom
contains within itself the risk of turning away. It turns away from the
contemplation of the vertical — that single axis that holds it in wholeness —
and directs its gaze toward the diversity of forms that lie below.

This displacement of gaze is similar to how a person, enchanted by the play
of reflections on the surface of water, forgets about the sky itself. In the
moment when the soul closes in on its own separateness, it loses its
connection with the whole. The center of gravity transfers from the Source
to the periphery. Earlier it looked from one point — from the Center; now its
gaze becomes fragmentary. It is precisely here that dispersal begins.

This movement is not a sentence or a final loss. Turning away from the
Source, the soul does not cease to belong to it; it only loses the capacity to
be aware of this belonging. The very possibility of its dispersal is proof that



somewhere in the depths the primordial wholeness is preserved, which has
now become invisible but has not disappeared. In the moment when the
gaze is displaced, only the first trace of future longing is laid in the soul —
that hidden force which will later become Eros and will compel it to seek
the way back. Thus every distance already contains within itself the germ of
future return.

On the Freedom of the Soul

The freedom of the soul is not in changing the law of emanation, but in
choosing the direction of its gaze. The pull of Home is constant, but only the
will makes this pull into a path. The true act of freedom is the effort of
transparency: the daily refusal to appropriate reflections, in order to allow
Light to flow through oneself. We do not choose to be part of the Center,
but we do choose — to be a window or a wall.

And in this same choice lies the root of darkness: evil is not a separate
force, it is the will toward ultimate opacity. It is the moment when the soul
attempts to build its own home from shadows, declaring the rupture its only
homeland.

On Dispersal in the World

Forgetting rarely comes as a sudden break in memory; more often it arrives
more quietly — as a gradual, almost imperceptible dispersal. When the soul
goes out into the world, it opens before it in an enchanting multiplicity of
forms. Things demand attention, events succeed one another, and desires
are born with such intensity that each of them seems to have intrinsic value.
At first the soul still preserves the feeling of its own indivisible unity,
knowing that these outer movements are only foam on the surface of its
being. Yet gradually its gaze lingers on separate fragments. It begins to look
at them not as manifestations of the One, but as forces capable of defining
itself.

Thus ontological dispersion begins.

Every thing to which the soul gives its undivided attention becomes a 'thief’
of its power. Every aspiration that it accepts as its final purpose takes away



part of its center. This is not felt as a loss; on the contrary, the soul seems
to be enriched as it masters new roles, achievements and knowledge. The
world offers it countless masks, and in each of them it hopes to find fullness.
But with each new mask its true face becomes more blurred. What was once
a single inner movement breaks apart into countless small vectors.

The soul no longer contemplates from the Center — it gazes from many
points simultaneously, existing in a state of constant inner flickering. Its
attention slides across the surface of reality, moving from one object to
another, and in this ceaseless running it loses the capacity for vertical
contemplation. It grows accustomed to living in 'horizontal captivity', where
each new event becomes the temporary center of its universe. The more
such accidental centers appear, the weaker the true Center becomes.
Dispersal does not destroy the foundation of the soul — it makes it
‘inaudible’.

The soul moves constantly, but this movement is devoid of peace, because it
has no point of support. It achieves goals, but the joy of them evaporates
instantly, yielding to a new deficiency. It is precisely here that a deep
weariness is born — the weariness of multiplicity that never adds up to a
whole.

In this state forgetting is not yet absolute. Even amid the loudest din of the
world, the soul sometimes experiences a sudden stillness — a 'pause of
being'. This is the moment when no desire seems true, and no thing seems
sufficient. The soul pauses for an instant, feeling a strange pull from the
depth that it itself has cluttered with things. These flashes of clarity are
brief, and the world quickly returns it to its habitual mechanisms, yet in the
memory there remains a troubling trace: the awareness that its life cannot
be merely a sequence of external events.

The path to remembrance begins not with creating a new center, but with
the sudden feeling of lack. The soul must feel how far its attention has gone
from its own foundation, dissolving in foreign directions. This awareness is
painful, because it bares the void where the soul hoped to find fullness. But
it is precisely this void, arising in the midst of the multiplicity of things, that
becomes the first genuine place for the future encounter with oneself.

Understanding one's own dispersal is not yet the return itself, but it is
already an awakening within the dream. The soul for the first time sees that
it is not the sum of its roles or accidental desires; it is that which stands



behind them, and which once permitted itself to become lost, so as to now
feel the quiet, barely perceptible pull of its true Home.

On the Soul as Intermediary

To be in the middle does not mean simply to occupy a place between two
edges. It means to be the only force that does not allow reality to
disintegrate into motionless void and chaotic movement. If the Intellect is
eternal and immutable contemplation, and matter is inert dispersal without
its own form, then the Soul is the very act of their connection. It is the living
tension of being, which transforms frozen eternity into pulsating duration.

This position determines a special way of existing: the Soul is in a state of
constant dual orientation. It looks upward — to the unchanging Source, and
downward — to the world that is continuously born and dies. To be in the
middle is the experience of continuous translation: the Soul perceives the
pure forms of the Center and embodies them in the density of time, giving
them voice, rhythm and corporeality. Without this painful and beautiful
translation, Home would remain an inaccessible silence for the world, and
the world for Home — a non-existent shadow.

In this middleness there lies extreme vulnerability. The Soul is the only level
of being capable of self-forgetting. Plunging into the multiplicity of
phenomena, it can become so captivated by the play of reflections that it
ceases to recognize in them the primordial Light. Then the middle becomes
opaque. The soul loses its orientation not because it has 'gone' somewhere
far away, but because its gaze has ceased to be double. It begins to believe
that the wave is the ocean, and the shadow — the object itself. This is the
state when the plane of light begins to consider itself what it reflects.

Yet precisely in this danger lies its greatness. Unlike the Intellect, which
does not know choice, because it abides in absolute fullness, the Soul
performs at every moment a conscious act of presence. To hold both
directions simultaneously — not to renounce the world of becoming with its
pain and beauty, but also not to allow it to absorb its vertical — this is the
genuine ontological labor.

This is a state of dynamic equilibrium, similar to a taut string that sounds
only owing to the resistance of two poles. To be in the middle is to feel how
through oneself passes the descending stream of emanation, and at the
same time to be that which directs this stream back, toward the source. We



are the space where Home becomes visible to itself in the mirror of matter.
We are the memory of Home, which has set out on a journey through time.

This spark does not let the soul finally become only a shadow among
shadows. It is the point of the immutable within the soul — the trace of the
Source that no dispersal is capable of absorbing, and it is from this point
that the return of the gaze begins.

On the Memory of the Soul

The soul carries within itself what cannot be called simply a memory.
Memory usually presupposes the past — a moment which was, was
exhausted, and receded into the distance of time. But the soul's memory
precedes any personal experience. It is not preserved as a collection of
images or narratives; it is inscribed in the very structure of what the soul is.

This is structural memory.

The soul knows Home not because it once dwelled in it and was cast out,
like a wanderer from a distant country. It knows it because it is its
continuous, enduring continuation. Memory here is not an archive of past
events, but the direction of flow. Just as a river 'remembers' the source not
by contemplating its landscapes, but through the inevitability of its
movement along the gradient, so the soul remembers Home through its
irresistible tendency toward truth, beauty and unity. Every one of its
movements toward wholeness is proof that it knows where the center is.

Longing for Home is not sentimentality and not psychological weakness. It
is the gravity of what is. This force does not pull us back in time; it pulls us
inward — to where the Source still pulsates inside every form. Even when
the mind is silent or denies the obvious, memory manifests as a sudden
'‘pain of fullness' during an encounter with something that exceeds our
ordinary limits. This is the painful, acute recognition of what we call 'our
own', though we have never in our lives possessed it.

Forgetting is possible, but it is never final. To forget does not mean to lose
the knowledge; it means to lose the transparency. When the soul becomes
too densely overgrown with the multiplicity of things, structural memory is
muffled, transforming from a clear vector into a dull, incomprehensible
anxiety. The person feels a deficiency, but does not know its name. Yet if the



soul could entirely forget Home, it would cease to be itself, becoming
merely an object among objects — without inner tension, without longing,
without the capacity for discernment between the genuine and the
apparent.

What we call searching — whether intellectual or life's wandering — is our
response to this inner pressure. We do not seek because we do not know
where truth is. We seek because we know it too well, but have lost the
capacity to see it from close up. Searching is the attempt to align one's
outer gaze with inner knowledge.

Memory is the voice of Home that has become our own rhythm. It is
testimony that the rupture between the Center and the periphery is only an
imaginary veil. For how can that be severed which continues to be
nourished from the very source with its every breath and movement?
Memory is the living umbilical cord of the soul, through which the light of
origin flows unceasingly.

She remembers what is happening right now — that invisible vertical which
sustains her being even in the darkest night of dispersal.

On the Memory of Home

Memory is not only the private property of the soul, closed in the inner
space of the subject; it is a fundamental property of being itself. Home
remembers us no less than we remember it, and this ontological mutuality
is inscribed in the very fabric of the world. We are not abandoned in a void
— we dwell within a dialogue that began long before our appearance in
time.

Home leaves traces. They are not logical proofs of its existence, to be
gathered for intellectual persuasion, like fragments of a shattered vase.
Traces are its continuous presence, which has taken a hidden, condensed
form. In the Neoplatonic logic of emanation, every reflection inevitably
carries within itself the indelible seal of the Source. The beauty of a thing,
the ruthless precision of a mathematical number, the sudden transparency
of a human face, or the meaning-filled pause between two sounds — these
are not accidental aesthetic moments. They are points of ontological
breakthrough, where matter consents for an instant to renounce its
impenetrability and become transparent to the Center.



We recognize these signs not with cold analytical reason, but with a pre-
logical resonance that Plotinus would call the 'kinship of the soul with light'.
This recognition precedes any interpretation; it happens faster than the
movement of thought, at that pre-historical level where the soul is not yet
divided into the one who contemplates and that which is contemplated. This
is the instantaneous awareness of deep proximity: when the form of a thing
suddenly '‘coincides' with our inner architecture, evoking a vibration that
passes through all levels of being.

Home does not hide in inaccessible heights and does not wait for us to
acquire exceptional intellectual wisdom or ritual purity. It continuously
reveals itself through rhythm, symmetry and what we are accustomed to
dismissively calling 'accidental' beauty. The question is not in the presence
of signs, but in our capacity to remain transparent to their passage. The
world is not mute; it is we who often prove deaf to its fundamental tonality.

The traces of Home are scattered everywhere, but they go unnoticed not
because of the blindness of the physical gaze, but because of the excessive
noise of existential anxiety. When the soul is too densely filled with the din
of daily events and the chaos of horizontal multiplicity, it ceases to be a
mirror. It continues to see things as objects of use, but loses the capacity to
read them as symbols. True contemplation is not an ecstatic exit beyond the
boundaries of the world in search of an abstract heaven, but the ultimate,
prayerful attention to how Home shows through every detail of the world.
This is the return to the natural state of the soul, which remembers its
origin and therefore sees it in every form that has preserved its vertical
axis.

To read the world as the memory of Home means to acknowledge that every
thing is a bridge, not a dead end. True beauty stops us not so that we may
desire to possess the object, but so that through this object we may
remember the boundless Source of beauty itself. The object only points the
way.

Home remembers us in every form that has held its order and has not
crumbled into the dust of entropy. We remember Home in every second
when that form returns to us the lost sense of wholeness. This connection
cannot be severed, because it is held not by our memory, but by its
invariant presence.



She remembers. And through this remembrance the world ceases to be
foreign. It becomes a space of presence again — a place where every step is
a return, and every gaze is a meeting with what never left us.

Home does not exist for the soul without memory, the soul does not exist
without Home, and memory is the manner in which they recognize each
other.

On the Soul's Solitude Before Home

There is a loneliness that is not healed by the presence of another. It is not
a consequence of a lack of companionship, social abandonment or
psychological breakdown. Such loneliness is the ontological boundary of the
soul — that point where it becomes aware of its origin and discovers its
inability to finally dissolve in the horizontal noise of the world. This is the
loneliness of the memory of what does not belong to time.

The body does not know such loneliness: it is securely rooted among things,
touches them and is satisfied by the density of matter. The mind is capable
of filling any void with the architecture of thoughts, constructing a system
that gives names to the world and explains its mechanisms. But the soul
feels a rupture that no human presence fills and no logic closes. Even in the
tightest embrace it remains alone with a question that has no sound,
because it concerns the very foundation of being: 'Where am I, when I am
not here?"

This loneliness is not an illness, but a refined ontological sensitivity. Only
that which came from the One is capable of feeling the acute deficiency of
unity. One who has never known wholeness could not long for it. Therefore
the loneliness of the soul is the mirror-proof of Home: it testifies that within
the person there remains a space that cannot be filled by any thing of the
world. This is the highest form of ontological immunity; it is that which does
not allow us to finally become part of the world mechanism or merely the
sum of our social functions.

Before Home the soul is always alone. This is not a sentence and not
isolation, but the inevitable condition of return. The last step toward the
Center cannot be made for two — not because the path demands harsh
renunciation of the other, but because in the Center itself there is no
multiplicity. What returns there is only what in you is one, indivisible and



genuine. Return is an act of absolute individual honesty, the ultimate
simplification, where all mediators, roles and mirrors disappear.

This loneliness is not cold or hostile. It is quiet and transparent. It is the
state of one who has already recognized the direction of the current and
therefore ceases to demand from the world what the world cannot give. This
is the peace of knowledge that has not yet become full vision, but has
already become inner certainty. This is the loneliness of the wanderer who
has seen light in the window of their true dwelling and therefore no longer
tries to settle in a roadside inn.

She remembers.

And in this remembrance, loneliness ceases to be the emptiness of
deficiency. It becomes the fullness of presence awaiting its ultimate
disclosure. This is the space of encounter, where the soul finally
relinquishes all outer supports, in order to find the one support that never
wavered.

On Forgetting

Forgetting is not an emptiness, a vacuum or a simple absence of
information. It is not similar to an erased inscription on a stone, which
disappeared under the action of wind and water. In the metaphysics of
Home, forgetting is a state of ultimate density. This is the moment when the
multiplicity of things becomes so loud, and their weight so palpable, that
the quiet, fundamental rhythm of the Center ceases to be audible. This is
not a lack of content, but an excess of noise; not the absence of light, but its
complete absorption by an opaque mass of phenomena.

When the soul plunges into the world of becoming, every moment it risks
being transformed from a mirror into a surface. The nature of pure
contemplation lies in its 'mothingness': it only passes through itself or
reflects light, without retaining it, without appropriating it or changing its
nature. A surface is that which locks light upon itself, making it its own
property.

Forgetting begins when the soul starts to consider itself the owner of what
it only reflects. It becomes overgrown with anxieties, social names,
accidental histories and material things, until its own ontological structure



becomes absolutely impenetrable to the eternal. This is the process of
‘objectification’, where the transparency of spirit yields to the opacity of a
thing.

This is ontological sleep, a deep amnesia of presence. In this sleep the
vertical — the axis connecting us to the Source — disappears from the
horizon of consciousness, leaving only the endless, flat horizontal of events.
For the sleeping soul the world ceases to be a 'language of signs', a living
book of emanations, and becomes a chaotic accumulation of objects devoid
of meaning beyond their functionality. Beauty no longer shakes the
foundations of being; it merely entertains the eye, becoming decoration.
Loneliness is no longer the refined sensitivity to the One; it becomes the
animal fear of abandonment. Memory no longer draws the gaze into depth,
toward first causes; it becomes merely the vigilant archive of past images
and personal grievances.

Forgetting is the tragedy of voluntary transformation into a thing. The soul
that has forgotten its Home becomes a thing among other things. It falls out
of the rhythm of grace and begins to submit to the laws of mechanics,
gravity and entropy. Its movement becomes compelled, reactive, rather
than free and initiative.

This is the state of maximum metaphysical distance: the presence of the
Source is still there — for without it nothing could endure even a second —
but it is no longer recognized, no longer resonates, no longer gives warmth.
This is the light that shines incessantly in the darkness, but the darkness
has become so dense, so impenetrable in its density, that it has lost the
capacity to reflect it.

Here the movement of memory ends. Here the line of living recognition is
interrupted. At this point the soul does not feel the tension of return, does
not seek a bridge and does not hear the voice of Home, because it considers
its captivity the only existing freedom. It is filled with the world to its very
edges, cluttered with foreign meanings and accidental desires, and in this
false fullness there is not a single millimeter of free space for truth.

This is the point of freezing. The center becomes mute.

She is silent.

On the Darkness of the World



The darkness of the world is not the absence of light as a physical
phenomenon. It is the forgetting of the Source — a particular state of
ontological blindness that arises under conditions of excessive visual
saturation. The world can remain bright, filled with forms, continuous
movement and brilliant events, and still be impenetrably dark for the soul.
Such darkness arises not when things disappear, but when their origin
becomes invisible. Things remain in their places, but their inner meaning —
that thread connecting them to the Center — falls out of the field of vision.

In such a state reality becomes locked in its own horizontality. Forms exist
alongside one another as accidental neighbors; events follow one another in
linear time, but between them there is no deep connection. They no longer
reveal anything that would go beyond their surface. The soul begins to
perceive this world as something final and self-sufficient. This is precisely
the ultimate darkness: the state when the reflection presents itself as the
archetype.

The darkness of the world does not consist in the world being evil. It can be
perfect and at the same time dark, if its beauty is perceived only as a
property of matter, and not as a reflection of the One. When this happens,
beauty ceases to be a sign and a 'wound'. It becomes merely a pleasantness
— aesthetic noise that soothes the soul, instead of awakening it. In such a
world the soul can dwell for decades without asking a single vertical
question. Its attention disperses among thousands of objects, each of which
captivates it for a moment, but none becomes a window into eternity.

In this sense the world's darkness is truly quiet. It does not necessarily look
like suffering or destruction; more often it appears as ordinary, successful
life. The person works, builds relationships, achieves goals, experiences joys
and losses, but all these events slide across the surface of being. The
horizon of the soul gradually narrows to the dimensions of its everyday
concerns. What might once have evoked sacred wonder is now perceived as
a self-evident mechanism. The soul ceases to look upward, because its gaze
is completely occupied by what lies around.

Yet this darkness is never absolute. The world, severed from its Center,
inevitably cools, and in this cold self-sufficiency fissures appear. Sometimes
these are gentle fissures — through beauty that does not fit within ordinary
limits. But sometimes these are ruptures, where the darkness thickens to a
state of active destruction, and the very fabric of being begins to tear. In
such moments — when iron and fire become the only language of reality —
Home seems not merely hidden, but impossible. This is the ultimate trial for



the soul: the temptation to believe that along with the destruction of the
form, the Source has also disappeared.

Precisely here the deepest mystery of the rupture opens. Our resistance to
chaos, our sharp and unbearable protest against nonbeing is proof that we
remember another order. If Home did not exist, we would not feel the
horror of its absence; darkness would be natural and mute for us. But the
fact that we perceive destruction as catastrophe testifies: we do not fully
belong to this darkness. The pain from the destruction of the world is the
reverse side of our love for its Center.

Ruins become witnesses to radiance precisely because they lay bare the
indestructibility of the Source: the form can be erased, but the soul's
aspiration toward the Whole remains unharmed. In the very epicenter of the
rupture, Home is present as our resistance, as the quiet knowledge that
Light does not disappear together with the mirror that reflected it.

From this suspicion, from this sense of the world's inconsistency with itself,
the search is born. The darkness of the world performs a paradoxical role: it
is a state of forgetting, but at the same time the necessary condition for the
soul to feel its distance from the Source. If the world were too similar to
Home, the soul might never want to return. Only when the darkness
becomes perceptible as the cold and stillness of the Source — as mute
longing — does the soul begin to seek the light that belongs to no form, but
which makes all forms possible. The darkness of the world is not the end of
the path, but its necessary beginning, for it is in the darkness that the eyes
of the soul learn to see the invisible.



Book III. The Eros of Return — What
Leads Back?

On Eros

Eros does not begin with the human. It is a cosmic force that permeates all
levels of being — from the heaviness of matter striving to find its form, to
the highest aspiration of the spirit toward its Source. Eros is not an
emotion, and it is not confined to the sphere of human relationships. It is
the fundamental longing of all that exists to return to what it came from.

Eros is the response to forgetting. Where memory has become deaf and is
silent, a pressure arises. This is the manner in which Home calls to what
has distanced itself. The soul that has forgotten the Source does not remain
in indifference — it feels an inexplicable longing, a barely audible signal
from the depth, a restlessness that cannot be satisfied by any object.

This is not love for an external other. This is the pull toward what the soul is
in its deepest nature — toward the Center, toward the Source, toward that
from which it came and to which it is inwardly called.

That is why Eros is the beginning of return. This is not theoretical
knowledge about the path, but the very act of movement — before it has
become conscious, before it has taken any definite form. The soul does not
yet know where it is going; it only feels that it cannot remain where it is.

Yet Eros carries within itself a hidden danger. It can become both the path
to the Source and an entanglement in the periphery. Much depends on
whether the soul knows how to read the direction of its own longing —
whether it is directed toward the form, or through the form toward what
lies beyond it.

She awakens.



On the Quiet Pull

Eros does not always come as a storm that tears through forgetting. There
is another pull — quiet, almost imperceptible, but constant. It is not a
catastrophe; it is a direction.

Most know Eros only as a shock: that flash that overturns life, fills it with
sudden intensity, demands an immediate response. But this is only one of its
forms — the most visible, but not always the deepest.

To recognize this pull amid the everyday noise is possible by special signs
that do not make noise: a deepening of attention in certain directions; a
feeling of meaningful rightness in certain decisions; a quiet sense of
aliveness that arises in particular types of encounters or activities.

When we move in accord with this vector, we feel a lightness we cannot
fully explain. The world does not become simpler — it becomes more
coherent. Each step feels not like a conquest, but like a return.

The quiet pull is Eros in its purest form. This is not an event, but a duration;
not an explosion, but a sustained tone. It does not demand dramatic
decisions. It is enough to follow it attentively — step by step, day by day.

The storm may awaken, but only the quiet pull is capable of bringing to the
end.

On Beauty as a Sign of Home

Beauty stops. But the true power of this stopping lies not in aesthetic
pleasure, but in the shock of recognition. The soul that encounters true
beauty suddenly ceases to be a wanderer passing through the foreign — and
becomes one who has heard a native language in a distant land.

Beauty is not the property of things. A beautiful thing does not contain
beauty within itself the way a stone contains minerals. It only passes
through itself the Radiance that comes from where there are no forms yet.
Beauty is the momentary transparency of a thing, which allows one to see
through it something greater than the thing itself.

That is why true beauty always wounds. It makes one feel for a moment that
fullness of being toward which the soul strives but cannot sustain. The



encounter with it is not only a gift, but a rupture. The soul sees the shore it
cannot reach, because it is everywhere and nowhere at once.

Beauty is the voice of Home sounding in foreign lands. It disturbs, because
it reminds us of what we are deprived of in our dispersal — and what we
have never truly lost.

Yet the nature of beauty is double. There is beauty that acts as a
breakthrough — it is so refined that it almost does not fix the gaze on itself,
but immediately directs it beyond its own form. And there is beauty that
acts as a trap — too vivid, too lush, it captures the gaze and keeps it on the
surface.

True recognition of a sign of Home lies in the ability to distinguish between
these two pulls. Beauty that leads always leaves a trace of longing — not for
itself, but for what lies beyond it. It does not satisfy — it deepens the thirst.

Therefore the encounter with beauty is not only a gift, but also an act of
discernment. The soul that has stopped before the beautiful must choose: to
remain on the surface of the captivating form, or to follow the Radiance
further — through the form, beyond the form.

On the Wound of Eros

Eros does not begin as calm contemplation or harmonious aspiration toward
perfection. It begins with a wound. There is a moment when beauty — or an
encounter, or a thought — pierces so deeply that the old equilibrium can no
longer be restored.

Before this encounter the soul could live among things without questioning
their finality. The world seemed sufficient — full of events, full of tasks, full
of habitual meanings. Then Eros strikes.

The thing that was previously merely an object begins to shine. It becomes
transparent, and through its fragile contours something begins to show —
something that the thing itself is not. This sudden transparency is the first
wound of Eros.

In this experience is born a longing that is often mistakenly taken for a
desire to possess. But Eros in its truest form does not seek possession of the
form — it seeks access to what shows through the form.



The attempt to appropriate the source of beauty through possession of the
form is the first error of the maddened soul. It seizes — but the Radiance
slips away, because it never lived in the form: it only passed through it.

This pain is not destructive; it has a cleansing, surgical nature. It gradually
strips the soul of the illusion that any form can quench its deepest thirst.

If the soul had not been wounded by beauty, it could have remained forever
in the state of dispersal — satisfied with the surface, never touching the
depth. The wound of Eros is the grace that makes it impossible to remain in
comfortable forgetfulness. The scar remains — as evidence of what was
recognized.

The wound of Eros is not a sign of injury. It is testimony that the soul has
once already caught sight of what it is seeking.

On Longing for Home

There is a state that cannot be fitted into the usual boundaries of
psychology. This is not grief, because grief always has a cause in lost
events. This is not depression, because depression is a closing; this state, on
the contrary, holds the soul in a strange openness.

This is longing for Home.

It has no specific object. Its intolerability for the mind lies precisely in the
fact that one cannot point to what is lacking. Everything may seem fine
externally — and at the same time this longing does not leave. The soul feels
that something essential is absent, but cannot indicate what.

Longing radically differs from nostalgia. Nostalgia is a horizontal
movement: it is directed toward the past, toward what was and has gone. It
mourns a specific time, a specific place, a specific person. Longing for Home
has a vertical direction — it is directed not toward the past, but toward
what is always present and yet not yet reached.

This longing is the highest testimony of being. Only that which once knew
fullness is capable of feeling its absence. Only the soul that carries within
itself the memory of the Source is capable of feeling this pain. In this sense
it is an aristocratic pain — the pain of those who know more than they can
say.



Longing is the sharpest form of Eros. This is the moment when the vector of
pull has already been recognized, the soul already knows the direction —
but the return has not yet occurred. This is the border state between
forgetting and remembrance. The tension here is maximum.

Therefore longing is not weakness. It is sensitivity to the real. One who does
not feel this pain is not stronger — it is simply that the anesthesia of
forgetting is working more powerfully in them.

It is possible to fall in love with one's own suffering, making of longing a
comfortable shelter from the genuine movement. Then Home becomes a
beautiful metaphor for an unfulfilled life, and Eros is frozen in its initial
form — forever longing, never moving.

She hurts, because she is real.

On the Purification of the Soul

Purification is not a moral requirement; it does not belong to the sphere of
ethical injunctions or a list of external prohibitions. It is an ontological
process — a gradual restoration of the soul's natural transparency.

Purification is the process of restoring transparency. Here lies a
fundamental difference between emptiness and openness. The soul does not
need to become empty to see the Source — it needs to become clear.
Emptiness is the absence of content; openness is freedom from what
obscures.

This process unfolds non-linearly, permeating all layers of our dwelling in
the world. Purification of emotions — the release from reactiveness, from
identification with passing states. Purification of desires — the discernment
of what truly draws toward the Source and what only imitates this pull.

However, the deepest and most painful level is purification from oneself. We
carry within ourselves accumulated images of who we are — roles, masks,
habitual self-narratives. They are not lies, but they are not the final truth
either. Purification consists in the gradual release from the need to protect
these images.



Purification does not make the soul smaller — it makes it more precise. This
is radical undressing — not to nakedness of destitution, but to the
nakedness of essential presence.

The result of catharsis is not ascetic dryness, but living transparency. The
soul begins to move in the world more lightly — not because the world has
become easier, but because it has become less obstructive. It sees through
things more readily — not because it has become indifferent, but because it
has become more sensitive.

On the Patience of Eros

When the soul first feels the call of Home, it is gripped by the illusion of
immediacy. The power of longing seems to demand an immediate response
— a leap, a breakthrough, an instant attainment of what pulls.

Yet the path of the soul is not an instantaneous leap across the abyss. It
unfolds in time, with its own rhythm of deepening, which cannot be hurried
without harm.

At the beginning of the path the soul often seeks quick signs and vivid
states. It wants confirmation that it is moving in the right direction. It wants
proof. This is natural — but it also contains a subtle danger: the soul may
begin to seek the experience of the path instead of the path itself.

This rhythm of ripening resembles the life of a seed in the darkness of
earth. An attempt to forcibly complete the process prematurely — through
an act of will, through artificial intensification of experience — does not
accelerate growth. It disrupts it.

In the process of this prolonged ripening, a change in the very nature of the
search occurs. The search that began as striving for an object gradually
transforms into a quality of presence. The soul ceases to rush somewhere
and begins to be where it is — more completely, more attentively, more
deeply.

True patience of Eros does not require constant confirmation, because it
knows: the pull toward Home does not depend on its being felt at every
moment. The soul may pass through periods of silence, dryness, apparent
standstill — and still be on the path. Even rest is a form of movement, if it is
the rest of the deeply rooted.



Eros that has ripened in patience no longer seeks Home as an object that
must be found. It itself becomes the quality of the gaze — a permanent
orientation toward the depth, regardless of what the surface presents.



Book IV. The Other as Home — Can
Another Soul Be a Threshold?

On the Multiplicity of Souls

When Eros ripens in patience, the nature of its gaze changes. It becomes
capable of recognizing Home not only in the beauty of things, but in the
presence of another soul.

The other sometimes is more than a companion on the path. In it Home
suddenly ceases to be a distant call and becomes a direct presence — so
concrete, so tangible, that the soul is taken aback by the encounter.

If Home is the single Source of all being, a fundamental question arises:
why do many souls exist, and not one? Why is being not simply a unified
consciousness, but a multiplicity of persons, each of whom carries within
themselves a unique way of perceiving the Source?

The multiplicity of souls is not a disintegration of unity, but a way of its full
manifestation. Home, in its infinite fullness, contains within itself the
possibility of inexhaustible mutual recognition. Every soul is a unique angle
from which the Source looks at itself.

In this sense another soul has a critical significance for us. It is that
encounter in which we catch a glimpse of what we ourselves are — but
cannot see from within. We need the mirror of another to recognize
ourselves.

Precisely here the relationships between souls become a school of the
purification of Eros. This is a space where we learn to love without
possession, to recognize without projection, to be present without
dissolving.

The deepest meaning of multiplicity opens in the moment of recognition.
There are encounters in which two souls recognize each other not by



biographical similarity, but by something deeper — by a common trace of
origin, by a common memory of the Source.

The multiplicity of souls is not a problem of quantity; it is the condition of
our incarnation. We cannot know ourselves without another. We cannot love
without the mirror of the other's presence.

Yet precisely this depth of connection gives rise to the next, most painful
paradox of our existence.

On Encounter

There is a moment that does not continue the path, but interrupts it. Before
it the soul lives in the tension between absence and search — in the feeling
that Home exists, but is inaccessible. The encounter ruptures this logic. It is
not yet another step on the path — it is what happens to the soul.

But in the encounter this logic cracks. What was supposed to remain a sign
suddenly ceases to be a sign. What was supposed to point further stops the
gaze at itself — and in this stopping there is not distraction, but a
breakthrough.

And the soul is not ready for this. This disruption is first experienced as
physical stupefaction. The body recognizes Presence before the mind. The
soul knows that before it is something that is not simply a person — and at
the same time is precisely a person. This contradiction does not resolve, but
deepens.

The soul's first reaction is not joy, but a shift. It cannot accept that Home
has become an event that has happened to it. It was looking for a direction,
and it has been given a presence.

On Inevitable Illusion
The soul makes a mistake. It sees in the Other what belongs to no form. It

attributes to the Other fullness and depth that belong to the Source — not
to a specific person.



In this lies the danger and temptation of idolatry. For no person is the
Source. No gaze can truly contain the infinite. No presence can substitute
for Home.

But this mistake is not weakness. It is the inevitable form in which the soul
first sustains the proximity of Home. Through the Other, the boundless
becomes near.

The soul cannot yet look directly at the Sun — and therefore it looks at it
through the Other. It cannot yet sustain the full presence of the Source —
and therefore it meets it in a form that is accessible to it: in a living face, in
a warm presence, in a gaze that seems to remember it. This is not deception
— this is a threshold. The error lies only in stopping at this threshold as if it
were a destination.

On Reciprocity

The encounter does not reduce to projection. There is a moment that cannot
be explained either by memory or by Eros. This is the moment when the
Other recognizes you.

Not as an image or a story. But as something that was known to Home
before any experience. In this gaze is a recognition that has no past.

This response does not require words, because it is addressed to that part
of the human being that is deeper than words. It is addressed to what was
before the first word and will remain after the last.

The Other ceases to be an object. It becomes a threshold where Home first
enters into mutuality — where the eternal meets the mortal in a genuine
encounter.

This is not peace in the ordinary sense. With this stillness comes another
tension — more precise, more awake. This is the tension of maximum
presence.

This is a gaze that seems to remember her. And in this memory there is no
'‘before' and 'after'. That is why it is so disturbing — and so healing.

Approaching Home is accompanied by the danger of the subtlest illusion:
the soul begins to see itself as the center of its own journey. It loses the



ability to truly receive the Other — it only uses it as a mirror of its own
aspiration.

The true remedy for this metaphysical self-admiration turns out to be the
Other — not as a sign or a symbol, but as a specific presence that shatters
the solipsism of the search.

And then the soul understands why it cannot remain, and at the same time
cannot leave. The Other is simultaneously a sign and a presence, a
threshold and an invitation.

The subtlest truth of the encounter lies not in the seeker having recognized
the Other, and not even in the Other having recognized the seeker — but in
something third having happened: a mutual recognition that exceeds both.

On the Loss of the Other

When another soul becomes for us a sign of Home or the Threshold itself,
its loss ceases to be an ordinary biographical event. It becomes a
metaphysical wound.

That is why the disappearance of another soul — through death, separation
or deep estrangement — pierces deeper than any personal loss. We lose not
only a person; we lose a particular form of the presence of Home.

The metaphysical dimension of loss consists in the discovery that another
soul was not part of our inner world — it was a window. Through it
something larger shone through.

This void is not simply the absence of a person; it is a new, bared form of
the presence of what was glimpsed through the Other and is now more
direct — more demanding, more unmediated.

While another soul was nearby, there existed a dangerous temptation — to
accept the Threshold for Home. The Other's presence was so close, so
consoling, so tangible that the soul could stop before it, mistaking it for the
final destination.

After loss, love does not disappear, but it radically transforms. It ceases to
be directed toward a specific form — and becomes directed toward what
that form contained and reflected.



We begin to understand that our love was directed not only toward a
specific person — but through them, toward what they reflected in
themselves.

Thus memory becomes the inner presence of Home. It no longer holds us in
the past — it becomes a living channel of connection with what was
recognized in the encounter and remains beyond the passing of forms.

On the Boundary Between Souls

After the experience of the deepest encounter and the drama of its loss, a
fundamental truth crystallizes: there is a boundary between souls that
cannot be dissolved.

Yet time and silence bare the true structure of being. Even at the zenith of
love there remains an irreducible distance — not of coldness or alienation,
but of essential distinction.

That is why at the heart of the deepest closeness, silence is born. This is not
the silence of alienation — this is the silence of a completed word. Two
souls have said to each other everything that words are capable of saying.
What remains exceeds language.

Another soul can bring us to the Threshold, help us discern the contours of
Home and even accompany us to the very edge. But across the threshold —
each alone.

At this boundary, words lose their power. Sunrise makes the light of a
candle unnecessary.

When this knowledge becomes undoubted, the soul ceases trying to seize
the Source through another. It begins to love differently — not seeking
fullness from without, but extending presence from within.

On Home Seeking the Soul

Until now, our path has been described as an ascending movement: the soul
remembers, purifies, loves and draws ever closer to what it seeks. But there
is a layer of this movement that has remained in the shadows — the
reciprocal movement.



The truth is that the soul's aspiration toward Home is possible only because
Home already reaches toward the soul.

The action of Home is similar to gravity. In the spiritual order there exists a
gravity of the Center, which acts constantly, regardless of whether the soul
feels it. This pull is not compulsion — it is an invitation.

In this metaphysical dimension the path becomes a dialogue. Home is not
an immobile abstraction, awaiting the soul's arrival. It is a living presence
that acts, that calls, that recognizes.

With the awareness of this reciprocal movement, the very nature of our
aspiration changes. The soul that understands that it is sought is no longer
a solitary wanderer. It becomes a participant in a conversation — a
conversation that began before it was born and will not end with its death.

When these two movements — the human aspiration and the Pull of the
Source — meet in one moment of recognition, the soul understands: it was
never entirely alone.



Book V. The Threshold — Where Does
the Word End?

On the Limit of Thinking

Thought moves forward as long as it feels the resistance of material it is
capable of structuring. It formulates, analyzes, builds connections, finds
contradictions and resolves them.

Yet there is a moment when thought stops. This is not a stop from fatigue
and not an error of methodology. This is the stop of recognition: thought has
reached the boundary of what can be thought about.

This limit is not the defeat of reason, but its highest and most complex
achievement. To arrive at the boundary of the thinkable means to have
traversed the entire space of the thinkable. This is the completion of the
work, not its failure.

Thinking that does not recognize its own limit inevitably becomes an idol. It
begins to consider itself the only form of knowledge, making inaccessible
everything that exceeds its categories.

Together with thought, at this limit stops the inner gaze as well — the
ability to form images and representations. At the limit of the imageable,
the images become pale, conditional, inadequate.

To recognize the limit of thinking and images is not capitulation, but an act
of intellectual honesty. This honesty is the condition of the next step.

Beyond this limit begins supra-rational knowledge — knowledge through
Presence, and not through representation. Thought and image have
prepared the path; they are not the destination.

Thought and image have brought us to the doors. Further — stillness.



On the Limits of Rational Explanation

Rational explanation is the language of the periphery; it perfectly describes
the architecture of things on their own level. But it is silent before the
question about the foundation of this architecture — about what sustains
being itself.

Language by its nature is an act of distinction. Calling a thing 'light', we
automatically separate it from ‘'darkness'. Every word is a boundary.
Language knows how to speak about the world because it knows how to
divide it.

Precisely here the path of negation is born — apophatics. This is not a
refusal of truth, but a refusal of inadequate language about it. Instead of
saying what the Source is, the apophatic tradition says what it is not: it is
not a thing, not a force, not an event, not a person. Through these negations
the gaze is liberated from every form that would limit the Source.

There are questions that remain open not for lack of information, but
because of their very nature. The question 'what is the foundation of being?'
cannot have a final answer in the language of beings. The answer would
have to be spoken in the language of that which is being asked about — but
we do not have that language.

Therefore we must accept 'holy ignorance'. This is not the darkness of
ignorance, but the blindingly bright knowledge that the Radiance is too
bright to see directly. The eyes that have grown accustomed to shadow see
darkness when facing the sun.

On Stillness as the Language of the Source

When language reaches its limit, it transforms into a pointing gesture that
directs toward what cannot be named.

There are two silences of opposite nature. The first — empty silence: the
mechanical cessation of sound, the absence of words. This silence is simply
the pause between sounds. It carries no presence. The second silence —
full: this is not the absence of words, but the presence of what exceeds
words. This is the silence of one who has said everything that can be said —
and is now present beyond words.



Home speaks in the language of this full Stillness. The Center is not silent
from a lack of words — it is silent because it is fuller than any word.

True Stillness is a transforming force. It does not simply accompany
contemplation — it is itself contemplation, in its most direct and immediate
form.

Therefore Stillness does not demand geographical seclusion. It can be found
in the midst of the city, in the midst of conversation, in the midst of work —
wherever attention returns to the Center.

True Stillness does not take the world from us — it returns it in its
primordial purity. In this Stillness the soul for the first time hears what was
always speaking, but was covered by the noise of the periphery.

On the Threshold

There is a moment in the movement of the soul that is impossible to notice
while it is held in the grip of the inertia of seeking. While the path
continues, it seems that its meaning lies in continuity: yet another thought,
yet another volitional effort, yet another attempt to unravel the mystery.
The soul has grown accustomed to equating its vitality with activity,
believing that the tension of steps and the intensity of intellectual assault
bring it closer to Home. But at a certain point an imperceptible yet radical
break occurs: movement does not disappear, but it ceases to open anything
new. Thought begins to revolve around its own axis, words run up against
an invisible film of exhaustion, and stillness transforms from a reward into a
place of indefinite waiting. This is the moment of ultimate saturation by
form, beyond which lies the formless.

Thus the Threshold opens.

The Threshold is not an external obstacle or a wall to be stormed by an act
of will. It is a moment of metaphysical vision, when the soul realizes that all
its efforts — intellectual constructions, ethical feats, aesthetic raptures —
have brought it to a place where these very instruments lose their
effectiveness. This is not defeat and not capitulation before the unknowable,
but the culmination of the path. Throughout all previous circuits the soul
acted as a sovereign subject: it purified itself from the overlayers of the
periphery, learned to discern the reflections of Eros, entered the



transparency of primordial stillness. These efforts were the necessary work
of the polisher: they shaped the soul like a lens capable of withstanding the
direct light of the Abyss. But precisely at this point it becomes clear: the
lens cannot itself become light. It can only be pure and motionless.

At the Threshold, the image of the road as linear distance finally
disintegrates. If earlier Home was imagined as a point ahead, toward which
one must travel through time and space, now this image is replaced by the
experience of vertical depth. The soul feels for the first time that between it
and the Source there was never a spatial distance — there was only a
different degree of obscuration of its own gaze. What seemed a distant
horizon turns out to be the inner Center, which always pulsated at the heart
of its being. Everything the soul considered overcoming kilometers was only
the gradual shedding of the heavy garments of illusions. What was the
object of aspiration becomes subjective evidence; the wanderer understands
that it was not approaching Home, but was only waking up within it.

Here is born a stillness of a new nature — the stillness of dwelling. This is
no longer the stillness the soul created through asceticism or artificial
concentration. Earlier stillness was the result of action, the mechanical
switching-off of sounds in order to hear the main thing. At the Threshold,
Stillness opens as the primordial space that precedes all actions — the
medium in which the soul simply dwells. It no longer creates stillness — it
allows Stillness to be itself through its presence. In this state thought grows
still, but not from stupefaction or weariness, but from ultimate fullness. It
understands that any new word would not be a step forward, but only a
small splash on the surface of this bottomless peace. This is the silence
before the Ocean, where the scale of what has been seen cancels the need
for commentary.

The Threshold is the point of ultimate intellectual honesty. Everything that
could be expressed in the language of concepts has already been expressed;
everything that could be felt in the language of images has already been
lived through. All logical ladders have been cast aside, because they led
only to the edge of the roof, but could not replace the sky. At the Threshold
the soul sees its entire path as a single, unbroken pattern: forgetting,
longing, beauty, encounters with other wanderers — all of this converges
here, in this motionless moment of 'now'. Here they cease to be stages and
become the single form of readiness.



The very thirst turns out to be the language by which the Source calls itself
back.

This standing before the Threshold is the highest tension of human
existence. The soul understands that the next step does not belong to it and
cannot be initiated by it. The Threshold divides two fundamental
dimensions: the world of what a person can accomplish alone (the world of
will), and the dimension of what can only open as a gift (the world of
Presence). The soul begins to feel that its aspiration toward Home was
possible only because Home itself was present in it all this time as the very
force of its aspiration. Seeking did not create this connection — it only
cleared the space, so that this ontological umbilical cord might become
visible to consciousness.

The Threshold cannot be crossed as a border between states. It can only be
met in the state of complete openness and surrender. When the soul stands
before it without haste, without the attempt to impose its will upon eternity,
the nature of the path itself changes. This change is almost imperceptible,
like the transition of dusk into first light, but it is precisely this that
prepares the soul for the last step — where return is no longer described as
a journey or an effort, but as the quiet recognition that the one who seeks
and what is sought are one. There return is no longer described as a
journey or an effort, but as the quiet recognition that the gaze with which
we seek the Light, and the Light we seek, have one and the same Source.

There is suffering before which any metaphysics must fall silent. The book
does not seek justifications for ruptures that have no explanation, and does
not weigh the pain of the innocent on the scales of logic. This stillness at the
Threshold is not the absence of an answer, but respect for the limit where
human thought must yield to pure compassion. Home does not explain pain
— Home receives it, transforming every irresolvable tragedy into a call to
our own readiness to be present.

On the Threshold

At every stage of the path the soul is accompanied by a shadow: the fear
that Home is only the echo of its own depth, which, unable to endure its
own loneliness, projects an illusion of a Source.



And yet, at the very point of greatest clarity, something arises that cannot
be bypassed. Not the doubt of weakness or confusion.

Not the kind that comes from a lack of knowledge, but the kind that is born
from its excess.

Is not the Home she has been seeking only the echo of her own depth,
which, unable to bear its own loneliness, creates the illusion of a Source?

This doubt does not destroy the experience. It makes it dangerous. For now
the soul no longer can pretend that the question does not exist.

A question arises that cannot be bypassed: if everything arises in Home, is
there anything that exists outside it — including the doubt itself?

This absence is not a territory beyond Home; it arises as the void of
recognition.

At this limit there is no support any longer. No thought is sufficient. No
recognition is final.

Here opens a possibility that was previously hidden: one can retreat. One
can turn the experience into a beautiful story of what once almost
happened.

But if the soul does not retreat, if it remains at the Threshold, having no
support beyond the bare fact of its own presence — then something
happens that cannot be prepared for.

The tension of truth lies not in finding proofs, but in sustaining this
uncertainty.

What is true does not become true because we have believed in it. And does
not cease to be true because we have doubted.



Book VI. Return Without Movement —
What Changes When Nothing Has
Changed?

On Return

Return is not the cancellation of the path traveled and not a healing that
erases the scars. The soul that has approached its Center does not arrive
empty — it carries within itself the entire experience of dispersal, every
burn of Eros and every void of loss. These wounds do not disappear, but
they cease to be obstacles. Now they become part of transparency itself:
cracks in the glass through which light passes at a different angle,
acquiring depth and authenticity. Return is possible only because the pain
was endured to the end — and now what previously seemed a rupture
becomes the very fabric of return.

After passing through the Threshold the soul inevitably encounters a
paradox that cancels all the logic of the previous movement. It is customary
to think of return as a journey that has a beginning, a duration and a final
point. This image is the useful illusion of peripheral thinking, which helped
to structure the efforts while the mind was held captive by the categories of
space and time. At the beginning Eros drew Home as a distant lighthouse,
toward which one must sail through the storms of forgetting. But in the
Center this backdrop falls, baring the truth: what we considered distance
was only the density of our own opacity.

Return is not a movement in space. It is impossible to return to where you
were every second of your existence, even in moments of deepest fall or
densest darkness. What was called 'the path' was not the overcoming of
meters between 'here' and 'there’, but the gradual clarification of the inner
optics. The soul was not approaching Home — it was removing from its eyes
the blindfolds that made Home invisible. Every step of purification, every
intellectual crisis and every flash of beauty were not stages of a road, but



acts of removing the obstacles that cluttered the vision of what already is.
We were not walking toward the Center — we were clearing the debris from
the entrance to our own heart.

Home does not lie in space, because it is that fundamental condition which
makes space itself possible. It does not dwell 'somewhere’', because it is
‘everywhere' as the foundation of any presence. Therefore return is not the
arrival at a new place, but the change in the quality of the gaze itself. This
is a recognition that has nothing in common with ordinary memory or the
archives of the mind. To recognize Home means to recognize what was
closer to you than your own breath, but remained unnoticed precisely
through its total proximity. This is the recognition of the foundation upon
which the entire complex architecture of the personality has been built.

A strange, almost impossible feeling arises: Home appears as something
absolutely new, just opened, and at the same time as something ultimately
familiar, which was always near. The soul does not find a new truth — it for
the first time sees the same reality, in the light of which it lived all these
years, without being aware of the source of the light. This is not the triumph
of a conqueror who has finally ascended to the summit, but the quiet breath
of relief of a person who has woken up in their own bed after an exhausting
dream of exile. The dream ends not when the wanderer arrives at the goal,
but when it realizes that it never went anywhere. Return is the act of
waking up in Presence.

In this 'return without movement' the soul does not dissolve in an
impersonal abyss, losing itself. On the contrary, it for the first time finds its
true measure. Until this moment life was scattered: seeking meaning in
fragments, hoping to gather fullness from the shards of reflections. We
aspired to truth in concepts, to beauty in objects, to love in possession.
Return does not destroy these things, but it strips from them the burden of
being our only meanings. Now the world is no longer perceived as a hostile
periphery. It becomes transparent — the medium through which the Center
shines.

When the soul recognizes Home, the world becomes a space of
manifestation. Beauty is no longer an accidental gift, and goodness is no
longer an arduous duty. Everything that exists begins to vibrate at the
frequency of the Source. Truth ceases to be a logical formula and becomes a
living Presence that breathes through every form. Return is not the end of
the story, but the beginning of genuine dwelling. It is the moment when you
no longer seek the light, because you yourself look at the world through the



eyes of this light. You no longer merge with truth — you are the space in
which it acts.

After the return, the outer contours of life may remain unchanged. Work
continues, creativity continues, love and the collision with pain continue.
But the inner center of gravity has shifted forever. There is no longer a need
to seek support in the transient, because the support is now in the very
source of being. This brings a peace that does not mean passivity or
indifference. On the contrary, this is the peace of effective wholeness. Now
every gesture, every word and every project is not an attempt to 'get’
somewhere, but an act of radiating the peace that has been found in Home.
We no longer try to appropriate reality — we become its witnesses.

The path that seemed an endless wandering turns out to be the internal
unfolding of what from the very beginning was closest. And at this point of
ultimate clarification, the last and most breathtaking paradox is born: if
Home was never outside, then the path was never laid along the ground.
This is the moment when the seeker suddenly stops in wonder at a
discovery: it turns out that all this time it was not merely walking the road
to Home — all this time it itself was that road.

On the Moment When the Seeker Understands That
It Is Itself the Path

For most of its becoming, the soul imagines the path as an external
geometry: a sequence of steps lined up in linear time. Purification,
understanding, stillness, return — these stages appear as milestones on a
road that stretches before the wanderer's gaze. In this imagination there
reigns the dictatorship of distance: there are clear boundaries between the
one who aspires and that toward which it aspires. The path is seen as an
objective space that must be overcome by effort, as a price that must be
paid for the right of entry into the Center.

In the early stages this image is saving. It provides the necessary vector and
hope, structures the initial chaos of inner impulses, gives direction. Without
this imagined geometry, the soul would be paralyzed by the formlessness of
what cannot be grasped at once. The framework of stages — even if it is
only a metaphor — creates the conditions for the first movement. But the
deeper the soul plunges into the process of purification, the more clearly it



feels the inadequacy of this framework. There comes a point when the
image of the road ceases to be a crutch and becomes a cage.

This is the moment of radical vision: if the changes concerned not the place
of dwelling, but the quality of the one who contemplates, then the path does
not lead from one point to another — it leads inward. From the 'traveler' to
the 'presence'. From 'seeking' to 'being’.

This understanding finally cancels the role of the soul as 'wanderer' and
transforms it into the space of the unfolding of Truth itself. Between the
soul and Home there never was a wall — there was only a different quality
of gaze. Returning — the soul does not arrive at anything new. It becomes
transparent to what was always present. It turns from a seeker into a
witness, and from a witness — into a vessel, and from a vessel — into a
space of manifestation.

Here disappears the tension of a subject trying to 'attain' or 'seize' the
truth. The soul ceases to be an object moving in a fixed direction — and
becomes the very movement of presence. It does not aspire — it allows. It
does not seek — it is sought. It does not strive to become worthy of Home —
it discovers that it never was unworthy. The feeling of distance was only the
name for the closeness that was not yet recognized.

This movement has two sides that at the Threshold merge into a single act.
The soul seeks Home — this is what is observed from the periphery as an
effort, a movement, a search. But from the side of the Center, this search
looks different: it is Home that reaches toward the soul, drawing it toward
itself through Eros, beauty, encounter and loss. At the moment of
recognition it becomes clear that these are not two movements, but one — a
single act of Love that looks at itself from two sides simultaneously.

The awareness that 'I am the path' does not stop movement, but radically
changes its nature. Seeking ceases to be an anxious attempt to fill inner
emptiness — and becomes a practice of deepening presence. Every action,
even the simplest, becomes a form of contemplation: presence in what is,
rather than anxiety about what is not. Movement remains, but its source
changes: it is no longer motivated by deficiency, but flows from abundance.

Quietly, true peace is born. This is not the peace of the absence of
movement, but the peace of ideal stillness at the very center of rotation —
the peace of the axis that holds the wheel while it spins at full speed. This is
no longer the peace that must be protected from the noise of the world. This
is the peace that holds the world within itself, without being disturbed by it.



On Union

When thought approaches the mystery of union with Home, the human
imagination, nourished on the images of the material world, often draws the
following picture: the soul, like a drop of water, dissolves in the ocean of the
One and loses its individual contours forever. In this image unity is achieved
through the erasure of the boundary, and return — through the loss of what
made the soul itself.

Such an image rests on the logic of the periphery, which believes that unity
is possible only by eliminating difference. This is the mechanical model of
merging: two become one only if one absorbs the other. But the Neoplatonic
tradition, and especially Plotinus's understanding of Henosis, offers a
fundamentally different vision: genuine unity does not erase what unites,
but reveals it in its fullness for the first time.

While the soul is distanced from its foundation, its individuality remains
fragmentary and false. It is compelled to define itself through the external:
through roles, reactions, achievements and social masks. This false
individuality — defensive, competitive, dependent on recognition — is what
must actually dissolve. Not the soul itself, but the illusion of a soul that tried
to be more than it is.

Union means the completion of this disintegration. Returning to the Center,
the soul does not lose its form — it crystallizes it. It does not cease to be
itself; on the contrary, for the first time it becomes wholly itself — without
the defensive layers that separated it from its own nature. Union is not the
destruction of individuality, but the discovery that genuine individuality and
genuine unity are not opposites, but two aspects of one and the same
reality.

Union is the end of the fear of distinction.

This statement is the key to understanding the new freedom. Earlier the
soul feared its own separateness, seeing in it the threat of isolation and
abandonment. It sought unity through merger, through the erasure of
boundaries, through the dissolution of the 'I' in the 'We'. But this was only
an escape from solitude, not the genuine discovery of unity. Now
separateness is revealed to be the very condition of the possibility of love:
only that which is genuine can truly meet.



This discovery radically changes the perception of reality. The multiplicity
of the world — the multitude of things, people and trajectories — ceases to
appear as the chaos of disconnected fragments. It reveals itself as the
inexhaustible richness of the One, which speaks simultaneously in an
infinite number of languages, each of which is complete in itself and yet
points toward a single Source.

From here is born a new mutuality. The soul that no longer fears losing
itself can meet another soul without the need to appropriate it or dissolve in
it. It gives without calculating the return, because it gives from what it has
in excess. Its love is no longer a deficiency seeking its supplement — it is
abundance seeking a vessel.

Union is not an escape from life, but an attainment of the fullness of
presence in it. The individuality of the soul becomes the clear form of
presence in the world — not a wall of separation, but a unique voice in the
chorus of One.

On the Peace of Return

The peace of return is easy to confuse with the simple absence of events,
and this illusion is one of the most insidious traps on the spiritual path.
When we imagine the completed return, we often picture a motionless sage
in a still mountain hermitage, where nothing disturbs the contemplative
quiet. But this image belongs to the world of the periphery: it understands
peace as the absence of disturbance, as the final victory over noise.

The peace of return has a fundamentally different, active nature. It is not
the stillness that arises through the artificial elimination of external stimuli
or through flight from the complexity of existence. This peace is not an
absence — it is a fullness. It is not freedom from reality — it is the most
profound inclusion in reality, in which the soul meets everything that exists
without armor, openly and wholly. This peace does not require silence
around it in order to be heard; it contains silence within itself as one of its
dimensions.

The peace of return is the stillness of possession, which does not require
protective walls. The soul no longer expects events that might supplement
its inner world — because its inner world has found the foundation that no
outer event can add to or take away. This is not indifference — this is
security. The security of one who knows that whatever happens in the world



of forms cannot touch the Center. In this security there is no coldness: it
coexists with a heightened sensitivity to the suffering and joy of others.

Before the return, stillness was the silence of one who does not yet know
and therefore listens anxiously — trying not to miss the sign, not to fail in
understanding, not to lose the direction. This stillness was fragile,
dependent on external conditions. After the return it becomes the silence of
one who has heard the main thing and continues to listen, but no longer
from fear — from love. The capacity for attention deepens, but anxiety
recedes.

The most precise image of this state remains the ocean. The surface of a
great body of water is almost never absolutely motionless. Wind, tides,
currents, the movement of ships and rain — all of this creates endless
turbulence on the surface. Yet beneath, at depth, there reigns an absolute
stillness. These two dimensions do not contradict each other; the surface
does not disturb the depths, and the depths do not cancel the surface.

This experience returns us to the very origins of our aspiration. Once the
ocean seemed the symbol of the distant Home toward which we aspired —
immense, inaccessible, dissolved in the horizon. Now it reveals itself as the
fullness that always was: it was not we who sought the ocean — we were
always within it, mistaking the waves for the whole.

The waves of life — losses, joys, professional challenges — do not disappear.
The world does not become sterile or motionless after return. The
difference is not in the absence of movement, but in the change of
relationship: the soul is no longer identified with any particular wave. It
does not lose itself in each new storm and does not rejoice as if for the last
time in each new calm. It is the ocean itself, which contains both storm and
calm as forms of its own expression. The return does not pacify life — it
pacifies the one who lives it.

On the Impossibility of Complete Merger

When the soul first opens to the depth of love or mystical aspiration, it
naturally dreams of absolute merger. It seems to it that the highest form of
unity would be the final dissolution of the boundary between 'I' and
‘everything else'. This is the image of the mystical death — the moment
when the self dissolves and all that remains is the One. Such an image has a
powerful attraction, because it promises liberation from the weight of



individuality, from the pain of separateness, from the responsibility of being
oneself.

Yet in the very experience of approaching, another truth opens: unity is not
identical to merger. When the soul enters the limit of contact with the
Source, it feels how its boundaries become transparent — but they do not
disappear. It ceases to be locked in its own separateness, but continues to
be itself. This is similar to how a window in bright light ceases to be visible
as a barrier — but it remains a window. Its transparency is not its
disappearance; it is its perfection.

When the soul approaches the Source, it ceases to be closed in its own
separateness, but does not cease to be itself. Its boundaries become
transparent — they allow the light of the One to pass through, without
ceasing to be the form that makes this passing possible. This is a paradox
that cannot be resolved logically: the soul becomes one with the Source, but
precisely in this unity it discovers itself as a unique and indivisible whole for
the first time.

Complete merger would mean the disappearance of distinction — and with
it, the very possibility of knowledge and love. If the soul fully dissolved in
the One, there would be no one left to know Home, no one to love it. Love
requires two — even when these two are no longer separated by the
alienation of forgetting. The meeting of the soul and the Source is not a
collision, in which one absorbs the other, but the encounter of two
presences, each of which, by remaining itself, makes the other more real.

The highest concord with the Source is perfect harmony, where the soul no
longer seeks Home outside itself, because it lives in it and through it. This is
not passivity and not dissolution: the soul continues to act, to love, to think
and to create — but now from the Center, not from the periphery. The
difference is the difference between the movement of a needle carried by
the current, and the movement of a fish that swims in the same current,
remaining the author of its own trajectory.

In this state the soul does not dissolve. It for the first time becomes wholly
and completely itself — not a closed atom, but an open center, through
which the fullness of the One freely passes.

On Life After Return



The soul's first steps toward Home are often accompanied by a radical
rejection of the world. This impulse is justified: while the inner optics are
clouded, the things of the periphery seem like the only reality — dictating
rules, imposing fear and compelling flight. In many traditions, return was
described in the language of asceticism and renunciation — as if to see the
Sun, one must close one's eyes to the earth. Yet the true nature of Return
reveals itself not in refusal, but in the radical transformation of presence. If
withdrawal from the world was necessary to gain distance, then Return is
the act of conscious immersion into the very thick of life.

While the soul is in the state of seeking, its activity in the world is inevitably
poisoned by the feeling of lack. Every action, even the most noble, is
unconsciously directed toward filling the inner void. We build projects,
write texts, seek closeness — hoping they will become the bricks that finally
close the breach in our being. Life before return is the endless proving of
one's right to exist. It is movement in the mode of effort, where the world is
perceived either as a resource or as a judge.

After the return to the Center, this mechanism stops. The soul finds that
indestructible foundation which no longer needs supplementation from
external successes. This does not make it indifferent; on the contrary, it
releases its hidden energy. When the fear of 'mot being' disappears, the
possibility of being fully appears. Presence becomes weightier precisely
because it has ceased to be self-serving. Now the gaze no longer skims the
surface of things in search of gain or meaning — it sees things as self-
sufficient manifestations of depth.

The world remains the same in its physical contours: the same cities, the
same difficulties of relationships, the same fragility of life. Yet the inner
hierarchy of reality changes. Formerly things were opaque walls — either
alluring or frightening. Now they become windows. You look through them,
seeing in every fragment of the periphery a reflection of the same Source
found within yourself. Things do not disappear — they finally receive their
true meaning, becoming not obstacles on the path, but signs of Home's
presence.

This change of gaze generates action from abundance. While the soul lived
in deficit, its gift was always part of a hidden exchange. We gave time or
intellect, expecting the cup to be filled in return. But when Home becomes
an inner certainty, the cup is already overflowing. Action becomes the
natural overflow of this fullness over the edge. It is similar to a spring that
cannot help but flow: it does not ask for gratitude and does not require



acknowledgment of its purity. It simply acts in accordance with its nature.
In such action the tension of sacrifice disappears, for to give from fullness is
not loss, but expansion.

Return does not mean flight from the flesh. On the contrary: the recognition
of Home makes the body maximally present. It ceases to be a heavy burden
and becomes the place where eternity acquires weight and warmth. Bodily
experience changes: every breath becomes an act of belonging, every
gesture — a continuation of inner stillness. The body no longer obscures the
light; it becomes its conductor in time, allowing Home to be not merely an
idea, but a touch, a voice and a living rhythm of presence.

Life after return acquires the quality of continuous, quiet testimony. It does
not require great words or attempts to change others. True testimony is a
state of being: it expresses itself in how you hold stillness amid noise, how
you order structures amid chaos, how you look into the eyes of another
without trying to use them. The soul that acts from the Center changes the
space around it by its very presence. This is the quiet radiation of peace,
which opens to others the possibility of remembering their own Home.

Return is not a stopping point, but a transition to genuine life. The soul is no
longer lost in the labyrinth of the world, for it has itself become the
architect of its presence within it. From the depth of the Center, the world
no longer appears as a foreign place of exile. It becomes a garden, where
every action, every written word and every encounter is a way of unfolding
eternity in time. You live as if Home is already here — and through this
certainty it truly becomes present for everyone who enters the orbit of your
life.

On the Light of Home

When a person first hears about the light of Home, imagination often draws
the image of a blinding radiance. It seems as if this radiance must be so
unbearable that it erases everything else — forms, distinctions, the very
capacity to see. In such an image, light appears as an aggressive force that
destroys shadow, as a truth that must triumphantly displace darkness. But
the light of Home has another, quieter nature. It does not blind. It is not the
light that destroys darkness by force; it is the light beside which shadow
simply becomes superfluous.



Shadow exists where light is interrupted, where something opaque stands
between the source and that which is illuminated. It arises not as a separate
substance, but only as a consequence of distance from clarity. When the
soul returns to Home, this interruption disappears. Light no longer arrives
in fragments, it ceases to be a ray that cuts through the darkness. Shadow
loses its power not because it has been expelled, but because it no longer
defines the gaze. The soul gradually begins to see as light itself sees.

Return to Home is not like entering a blinding void. It is a return to a room
where warm, familiar light burns. The wanderer who has long walked night
roads is accustomed to the strained peering into half-darkness. When he
finally opens the door, he is not met by a flash that causes pain to the eyes.
He is met by a clarity in which every object stands in its place, in which
things require no justification. The light of Home is not foreign — it does not
compel the soul to become someone other than itself. On the contrary: it
reveals to it what it always was.

That is why this light does not destroy forms. Human imagination often
supposes that absolute clarity must erase all contours, turning multiplicity
into a homogeneous mass. But the light of Home acts differently: it does not
erase form — it reveals it in perfect precision. In half-darkness, things
appear distorted, their proportions hidden. When light becomes complete,
form opens for the first time in its purity. A thing does not disappear in the
light — it finally becomes fully itself.

The same happens with the soul. While it looks at itself in the twilight of the
periphery, its image changes according to fear or circumstance. It may
accept for its own essence what is merely a shadow cast by outer events.
The light of Home does not destroy its contours — it shows them without
distortion. The soul begins to see its uniqueness not as separation from the
world, but as a particular mode of light's presence.

This light is not a reward for the path traveled. It is not given at the end of
the journey as payment for effort. The light of Home is that in which the
path always unfolded. Even when the soul was not aware of this, its seeking,
its doubts and its falls were unfolding within that same clarity. The light
sustained its step, even when it perceived it as darkness. To see the light of
Home means not to receive a new reality, but to recognize for the first time
that in which the soul has lived from the very beginning.

This moment is not a blinding. It is a clarification, after which the world will
never again be opaque. To see this light does not mean to cease seeing the



world; it means finally seeing it as it truly is. And in this clarity the last
anxiety dissolves: the soul understands that Home was never a destination
to be reached. It was the Light that allowed it to take its first step.

On Home in the World

Home does not exist outside the world as if the world had been abandoned
by it or severed by an impassable abyss. If the Source existed only 'beyond’,
no thing could bear witness to it, and the world would become finally sealed
in its own impenetrable darkness. But the truth is that Home is present in
the world not as an object among objects, but as the very condition of the
possibility of being.

In this sense Home does not enter the world — the world arises in it. The
world is not a distant reflection that has lost its living connection with the
Source; it resembles light passing through a multiplicity of forms, allowing
things not merely to exist, but to manifest. In every form there is present
that 'more' which does not belong to its material structure, but is a living
trace of Presence.

Home does not disappear even when the world appears mundane and
closed. Its presence becomes recognizable in those moments when form
suddenly reveals itself as transparent to something deeper than itself. In
these moments the world ceases to be a collection of random objects and
becomes an unfolded surface through which the Center shines.

Home need not be sought outside reality, in transcendent distances. It is not
a country to which one must flee; it is present in the very capacity of the
world to be. The light of the Source is so deeply rooted in the foundation of
being that it often becomes invisible precisely through its all-encompassing
nature — we do not see the light, because we see by means of it.

This is the 'return without movement'. The seeker understands that the path
ends where it began, but now the world itself has become transparent to its
own Source. Home is not a replacement for the world, but its true depth.
After the soul has recognized the Source, it does not leave the world of
forms, but for the first time truly enters it. Now every beauty, every
encounter and even every pain is perceived as the breath of Home. The path
of return concludes with the acceptance of reality as the place where the
Source meets itself through our gaze. Henceforth the peace of Home is not



the absence of movement, but the motionless light at the very heart of the
world's dynamism.
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