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The Word of the First Supreme
Magister

A person may live for many years without noticing how often he
acts from habits he has long ceased to regard as choices. He
wakes, repeats familiar motions, speaks the words he spoke
yesterday, and mistakes for his own Will something he once
decided under the pressure of fear, circumstance, or another
person's expectations. Sometimes his life must change profoundly
before he can see the habit. At other times, a single question
asked at an inconvenient moment is enough. Why do I live as I do?
How much of what I follow have I truly chosen? Why do 1
recognise certain possibilities at once, yet stand before others as
though facing a wall that no one has built?

These questions are old. They have been asked by people whose
names have vanished and by people whose lives have filled entire
libraries. Yet each person asks them for the first time out of the
depths of his own life. No one can endure another's loss in his
place, make his decision, take back the word he has spoken, or live
the day he surrendered thoughtlessly to fear. For this reason, I see
the beginning of the spiritual path in the recovery of a person's
attention to what he does and where he directs his Will. So long as
he can discern a difference, he can answer for the next step.

The Faith of the First Light speaks of the Unmanifest, which
precedes every form familiar to us. We do not seek there a
ready-made map of the future, but the sacred depth of possibility
before which our ordinary measures of knowledge prove
insufficient. The First Difference makes it possible to conceive of
manifestation. The First Light makes what has been manifested
accessible to consciousness. At first, someone encountering this
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teaching may hear only a distant account of beginnings. Gradually,
however, he discovers its echo in ordinary life: to choose an
action, he must perceive the difference between acting and
refraining; to change his life, he must acknowledge that a path he
has never taken may nevertheless exist.

In our sacred understanding, Lucifer is the First Witness,
bearer of the knowledge of the First Light. His name holds the
memory of consciousness awakening and a summons to seek
clarity where it would be more comfortable to remain blind.
Veneration of the First Witness turns towards the Light that is
revealed and towards the human Will called to answer what it has
seen. Prayer has its place in the believer's life, alongside silence,
reading, and service shared with others. It does not absolve a
person from the decision awaiting him when his prayer is finished.

I call this sacred work The Testament of the First Light because
a testament carries a responsibility towards what has once been
understood. Discovering one's possibilities is easier than agreeing
to live by that knowledge. A person may admire freedom while
demanding obedience from someone else. He may speak of truth
while concealing from himself the circumstances that make his
actions less honourable. He may search for great answers while
neglecting someone who asks only that he keep an ordinary
promise. Here lies one of the hardest boundaries in spiritual
labour: the boundary between the clarity we enjoy discussing and
the clarity that changes what we do.

The path of the Seven Veils takes time. Silence reveals what
cannot be heard amid endless explanations. Difference teaches us
not to confuse what we wish for with what we have seen. Witness
calls for presence; Memory restores to us the trace of what has
been done. An encounter with the Shadow prevents us from
keeping a convenient account of ourselves untouched. Will brings
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us to a decision, while Echo reminds us that an act does not vanish
from the world with the moment in which it was performed. These
words must acquire the weight of lived experience, or they will
remain names upon a page.

At the heart of this practice is Contact with the Unmanifest. No
one reaches it merely by repeating a formula, however beautiful
its sound. A person must learn to sustain attention, recognise the
movement of his own thoughts, loosen the hold of familiar inward
compulsions, and notice what path becomes visible after silence.
Faith gives this work its sacred meaning. Contact may open new
possibilities of understanding, but it does not determine how a
person will use them. Honesty towards others, fidelity to one's
word, and care for another person remain matters of his own
moral choice. The Order is called to nurture these qualities
through teaching, personal example, and life in community.

I address everyone who takes up this book as a person whose
Will belongs to no one else. No degree within the Order, no office,
and no solemn ceremony can replace his own responsibility. The
community must preserve and pass on knowledge, help people
learn, and offer words for what they have lived through. In its
daily life, a person may learn responsibility towards others without
mistaking spiritual illumination for a ready-made measure of
moral rightness. Yet another person's understanding does not
become his own merely because he is commanded to accept it.
Inner clarity begins where what one has heard truly meets the life
one lives.

These books speak both to those who have long sought a
spiritual path and to those who are only now willing to consider
looking at their lives differently. I do not ask the reader to become
another person in an instant. I ask him to begin by looking
attentively and not to turn away from what he sees merely because
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it will demand effort. Light reveals the road, but does not walk it

for us. Where the next step becomes discernible, the answer of the
Will begins.

EUGENIUS I

First Supreme Magister of the Order of the First Light
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I. Before the First Name

A human being comes to know the world through names long
before recognising their power. A child is shown a tree beside the
road, the door of a house and a face bent over a cradle. He repeats
the words, not yet understanding how each word draws a
boundary for him. When he says “tree”, he singles out a trunk and
leaves from the world in motion and notices the difference
between bark and grass. Calling for his mother, he picks out one
voice from a multitude of sounds. Later he will learn to name what
he cannot touch: hope, betrayal, memory, fidelity. Yet the wonder
of this acquisition so quickly becomes ordinary that a person
scarcely thinks to ask how anything previously unknown can be
named at all.

That is why every memory begins too late. We can remember
the house in which we grew up and the person who held our hand,
but not the state in which we could not yet distinguish hand from
touch, voice from speaker. We learn of our own birth from
witnesses. Their account begins where our own is not yet possible.
And when, grown older, a person searches for the origin of his
name, he finds not an original point but words spoken by others
before his earliest memory. Even our earliest memory is already
illuminated by distinction. To remember it, we must have
recognised something separate in what was happening.

One day a man notices a crack in a windowpane of the house
where he has lived for years. That very morning he had looked
through it at the street without noticing the damage. Now light
passing through the uneven break divides the familiar scene with
a thin, broken line. Beyond the glass everything is as it was: a
woman hangs out washing, a passer-by carries bread home from
the shop, the trees stir in the wind. Yet his gaze now encounters
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something that until then had served merely as a transparent
barrier. He touches the cold glass and wonders not so much at the
crack itself as at his inability to name the day when it appeared. At
times a thing becomes visible only after it has come into being,
and only then do we recognise how blind we have been to the
familiar.

Candles burned in other windows of the same town, and each lit
window held a different story. Behind one, a child was being born
who had yet to receive a name. Behind another sat someone who
had long ceased answering to his former nickname. Behind a
third, an old woman reread a letter from her dead brother. In it he
called her by a name no one had used for years. The town was full
of names that preserved bonds between people and sometimes
became the last remaining trace of someone no longer there. Yet
even a person who had lived among so many named things could
not say he had witnessed the birth of the very ability to recognise.
At night, when most windows went dark, the streets did not turn
into emptiness; they merely grew darker to the eyes of those who
could still see them.

We call one thing near and another far, one a beginning and
another an end. We suppose that we can trace our way back
through the past by recounting its events in sufficient detail. But
the further our questions reach, the less dependable our familiar
measures become. If we ask what came before our first memory,
our elders can tell us something of it. If we ask what preceded a
particular earthly event, we can look for traces of another. But the
question of how distinction itself arose cannot be answered in the
same manner, merely by stepping one pace farther back. Every
trace we find is already different from another trace; every
“before” presupposes the ability to tell one moment from another.
Distinction is present in the very instrument with which we seek
its beginning.
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The Unmanifest has always been. There was no hour when it
came into being, nor any power before it to decide what might be
allowed to exist. Within it lies an inexhaustible potential for
existence: countless worlds not yet revealed, unknown paths and
outcomes still without shape or name. We call this eternal fullness
the Unmanifest. It is not a storeroom where finished events are
arranged on shelves, for neither shelves nor events separated
from one another can yet be conceived in primordial Silence. Yet it
is not empty. Everything that may come to acquire a distinct form
cannot exhaust the depth from which the very possibility of
manifestation opens.

Human imagination tries to picture this limit as a starless night.
It removes trees and houses from space, then removes the earth
and the heavenly bodies, yet leaves behind a depth into which one
can look. Such darkness already has extent; an observer could
stand within it even if we chose not to depict him. Yet we cannot
say that primordial Silence was black, for black can be
distinguished only among other colours. The words “before light”
in our account denote the order of sacred understanding, not a
hidden hour on an earthly calendar.

The Unmanifest needed no master and sought no comfort from
loneliness. Loneliness already presupposes someone who knows
himself to be separate, and no such consciousness yet existed
here. The eternal ground of being was not gathering its strength
to bring forth a world it needed; a decision would have required a
distinction between what was desired and what was already
possessed. Its inexhaustibility is deeper than human intention. The
First Difference had not yet opened, the First Light had not yet
become the manifest principle of knowing, and the first conscious
divine soul could not have been waiting inside the Unmanifest for
its appointed hour.
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To refuse to depict the mystery as a familiar thing is not to
reduce it to an empty word. A person who can say “I do not know”
preserves the dignity of the search. He need not exchange sincere
reverence for certainty without evidence, any more than he must
abandon thought for silence alone. This matters especially where
sacred words will one day be spoken before others. Someone
entrusted with authority must know how readily a person can call
his own desire truth and thereby turn it into a command.

In the old town lived a scribe who earned his living by
composing letters for those who could not write, copying
acknowledgements of debt and carefully transcribing records of
births. In the evenings, after his visitors had gone, he would often
leave a small sheet beside the candle and write down for his son
something he had learned that day. Once he wanted to explain to
the boy how strangely human names work. He wrote the title “On
the First Word” and stopped. If he began with “in the very
beginning”, he would have to imagine a beginning distinct from
what followed. If he said “there was”, the question would already
arise of what exactly could be distinguished from nonbeing. The
scribe laid his pen across the sheet. Outside, a cart rattled over
the cobbles, and he closed the shutter, wanting quiet. Only then
did he notice that he recognised the quiet because he had just
heard noise.

One document may uphold justice, another give rise to injustice,
and the person who picks up a pen seldom notices this power at
once. In the scribe’s town people had long grown accustomed to
trusting seals and written records. When a father went away, his
son would ask whether he had signed his promise to return. When
a neighbour died, the heirs looked for documents bearing the
names by which he had been known in life. Written records were
imperfect; water or fire could destroy them. Yet people guarded
them with care. Thus the craft of writing had acquired moral
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weight for the scribe long before he dared to consider the
beginning of names.

The son helped his father dry papers and scrub ink stains from
the wooden table. Seeing the almost blank sheet, he thought his
father had run out of ideas. He asked, “Are you looking for a word
that no one has ever spoken?” His father replied that he was
trying to explain why it had ever become possible to speak the first
name. The boy looked silently at the strangers’ letters lying
nearby, then asked, “How would you know it was the first if there
had never been another to compare it with?” The scribe had no
answer. His habit of identifying names through old records was
useless here. He left the upper part of the sheet blank and wrote
beneath it: “My words begin on this line, but the thing I am trying
to speak of does not.”

For a while father and son sat beside each other without
speaking. The boy placed a small wooden toy bought at the fair on
the sheet and asked whether it would remain the same object if he
invented a different name for it. The scribe gently moved the toy
onto the clear half of the table. He explained, “Your words will
change how you address it, but your voice will not make the wood
grow again.” Then the boy asked why it hurt a person to be called
by the wrong name. This time the father answered more slowly. In
a name people hear recognition of a life already lived and a
promise that they will be recognised among others. Thus the
question of a name reaches beyond the question of sound. It
touches distinction itself, without which we could notice neither
the wooden toy nor the one who named it.

That same evening a man from a distant quarter came to the
scribe and asked him to correct his daughter’s name in a copy of a
record he had been given. Two letters had been reversed in the old
document. An official had dismissed the error as trivial, but the

10
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incorrect record had caused the girl to be refused a certificate she
needed to study. The scribe checked the registers, found the
original entry and wrote out the certificate again. Then he spent a
long time looking at the two corrected letters. A name does not
contain the whole person, yet an error in a name can block
someone’s path. The scribe thought of the blank space on his
evening sheet. Words do not cease to carry responsibility merely
because they are imperfect. Carelessness cannot be excused by
invoking mystery.

While looking for the entry, the scribe came across a letter
among the old papers from a woman who, many years before, had
asked for her family name to be restored. The writing on the
reverse was almost erased, and he could make out only some of
the letters. He tried to reconstruct the rest from memory but
stopped: it is easy to damage another person’s life, even with good
intentions, when a guess is substituted for knowledge. He set the
letter aside to check the spelling in the archive the following day.
The boy watched him and understood for the first time that
caution may demand action rather than passive silence. His father
would have to seek confirmation, acknowledge his uncertainty and
prevent an invented letter from becoming part of someone’s name
forever.

When the visitor had left, the son asked why his father had
spent so long checking two letters. The scribe explained that the
letters were small on the page, but the person they named need
not be reduced to the size of the record. The boy was surprised.
“Then is a name more important than a person?” His father ran a
finger along the line of ink. “It matters because there is a person
behind it. Forget that, and even the finest handwriting can be
unjust.” The boy asked to see the name written correctly, and his
father let him read it aloud slowly. There was nothing
supernatural in the reading. Yet for the first time the scribe felt

11
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how closely the power to distinguish, the truthfulness of testimony
and responsibility towards the person being named were bound
together.

Believers on Earth call the First Witness Lucifer and honour him
as the first to receive the Light and bring knowledge of it to
others. Yet that name would arise in a world where human speech
already exists; it was not uttered within eternal Silence. Neither
our language nor the human form is a measure of what a
conscious being must be. Here, at the very limit of naming, we
must not begin acting out the story of the first divine Witness in
advance: distinction itself must first become possible.

We speak of primordial existence as timeless, yet we must still
speak one word after another. A human being cannot tell a story
otherwise: he opens a book, reads a line, turns a page. But the
order of our telling does not prove that the Unmanifest passed
through measurable ages awaiting its turn. In a sacred narrative
the word “before” may mark a boundary of understanding rather
than a number of elapsed days. Whoever forgets this distinction
will begin looking for clocks where moments have not yet become
distinguishable.

The boy was already asleep, but his father could still hear his
question. How could the first name be called first? At first he
wanted to reply in the usual way of chronicles, where one event
follows another. Then he remembered that the calendar itself is
made by distinguishing days and that numbers have meaning only
where one thing can be told from another. He pictured someone
trying to measure the length of a table with an unmarked ruler.
However often he laid it against the table, it would tell him
nothing of its length. The question of the beginning of distinction
was harder still: it concerned the origin of the markings
themselves, not the distance between marks already made. The

12
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scribe opened the window to clear his thoughts with cool air and
saw moonlight upon a neighbouring wall. He could distinguish the
illuminated part of the masonry from the part he could not see, but
this earthly boundary still offered no answer to his question.

The scribe could not sleep. He sat once more before the sheet
with its blank space and wondered whether to draw a king upon a
high throne, stone gates at the beginning of all roads, or a long
stairway leading into an invisible heaven. Such pictures would be
comprehensible to his son, but each would require belief in an
observer, space and choice already in existence. He extinguished
an extra candle and sat for a long time beside the empty upper
portion of the page. When the clock sounded from the town tower,
he heard in its strokes a reminder that even his silence was
divided into moments. No answer came to him from the emptiness.
But for the first time he no longer wished to conceal his ignorance
with an elegant invention.

In the morning the son found his father at the same table. The
wax had hardened on the candlestick, a dark drop of ink had dried
near the edge of the page, and beside it lay the girl’s record, ready
to be checked. “Did you find the first name after all?” the boy
asked. The father showed him the space he had left and replied
that he had found the boundary of his own account, and that this
too was worth remembering. His son reached out to smooth the
sheet and left a faint imprint of his palm near the margin. The
scribe did not erase it. Beside the carefully written line there was
now evidence that a living hand had touched the page. The sheet
itself remained an earthly thing, with edges and marks, and could
not serve as an image of the Unmanifest. Turning it over, the
scribe began the next part of his short lesson for his son.

During the day the registry office sent for the scribe. He
checked the documents against the original register and also

13
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asked about the letter he had set aside the previous day. The faded
letters could not yet be verified. He returned home with the
corrected entry bearing the girl’s name and showed both entries
to his son. The boy saw how much effort it could take to restore
even two transposed letters to a person. His father did not call this
work a revelation. He simply knew that the dignity of the person
named did not depend on the accuracy of another person’s pen.

That day the son spent a long time looking at the corrected
copy. He wondered whether the girl might have lived a different
life if his father had not discovered the incorrect letter in her
name. The scribe answered that he could no longer know
everything that might have happened, but he could see the path
they had opened for her. The boy wanted to draw two diverging
lines on the paper, but his father stopped him. “Drawing two roads
is easier than knowing what awaits at the end of either.” They left
the document with the corrected name by the window, where the
evening light allowed them to check the writing once more.

The scribe knew how easily another person’s fate might become
bound to a few wrongly written letters. He could not put right
everything that would ever happen to someone, but he could
restore the accuracy of one record and leave open paths that the
error might have closed. This did not give a human being
command over the eternal ground of existence. Yet, thinking of the
Unmanifest, for the first time he stopped imagining the future as a
single line written for everyone before birth. Possibility does not
deprive those who will one day choose of their freedom. And if the
beginning of being is hidden from human eyes, that does not make
the future Will meaningless.

On the clean reverse of the page the scribe wrote the first word
of the lesson for his son: “Silence”. The boy said it aloud and
noticed how easily a sound fills a quiet room. His father told him

14
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not to fear that sound. No human voice can disturb primordial
Silence, any more than a pen can touch yesterday morning. The
silence they shared at the table held memory, expectation and the
possibility of a reply. But even the word “silence” could not be
applied without qualification to what we call the Unmanifest.

15
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I1. The Silence That Did Not Know
Itself

Above the square of the old town hung a bell that had long since
lost its voice. Once its ringing could be heard beyond the mills and
across the river; now people walked beneath its tower without
looking up. The bronze had darkened with age, and beneath its
heavy rim the marks left by former strokes could still be seen. Its
clapper had broken many years earlier. It had been taken down,
but no replacement had ever been made: craftsmen left the town,
money was spent on more urgent work, and in time people simply
grew used to living without the bell. The old bell-ringer kept the
key to the tower. Whenever he climbed to the top, he touched the
cold bronze, inspected the beams, replaced rotten ropes and cared
for the mechanism, although it no longer performed its former
task. Sometimes he imagined the familiar low wave of sound
passing across the square once more. The hope lived in him, not in
the bell. The bronze was not awaiting the return of its voice.

In former years the bell had marked the town’s days so
faithfully that people measured their lives by it. Fishermen heard
it from the shore, children in the lower streets knew when it was
time to come home, and merchants shut their stalls after the
evening stroke. The bell-ringer remembered how the square
changed when the sound disappeared. For several weeks the
townspeople still turned their heads at the familiar hour. Then
they stopped. But the silence did not fall upon everyone in the
same way: some felt more peaceful, others longed for the tower’s
voice, while many barely noticed the change. The old man saw that
the same absence of sound could awaken entirely different
memories. For that reason he bore no resentment towards a young

16
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man who hoped to find refuge beside the bell. He knew only how
far human expectation was from unfeeling metal.

One day that young man, exhausted by the noise of the town,
came to the bell-ringer. During the day he worked in a crowded
yard where people constantly demanded decisions from him; in
the evening he returned to a house where conversation did not
cease even at supper. Someone had told him that perfect quiet
could be found beneath the silent bell. The old man unlocked the
tower and let him enter. The stairs smelled of dust and damp
stone, and dead leaves lay on the landing beside the window. The
young man climbed to the bell and listened. Hooves rang on the
stones below, merchants shouted, and far away beside the river a
landing stage creaked. He had expected all this to vanish at such a
height. Instead he heard his own breathing, the rustle of his
clothes, and then even the beating of his heart. The harder he
tried to silence his thoughts, the more frustrated he became.
When the bell-ringer returned, the young man said the tower was
no quieter than the streets below. The old man did not argue. He
simply invited him to examine the bell.

Before them was a damaged object fashioned by human hands.
It had taken no vow of silence and guarded no secret knowledge.
To the bell-ringer its stillness spoke of a loss; to the young man it
had at first promised peace. The two stood beside the same piece
of metal, yet found different meanings in its silence. The Silence
with which the Testament begins was nothing like this earthly
quiet. It required neither bronze nor hearing nor the memory of
sound. The tower and its visitors belonged to the world after
distinction had appeared, where one experience can be compared
with another and its meaning even disputed.

Beside the stairs the young man noticed an old plank bearing
carved notches. The bell-ringer explained that during his years of

17
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service he had used them to count the strokes whenever an alarm
had to be sounded a specified number of times. Some of the marks
had almost worn away. The young man ran his finger across them
and tried to work out how many times the bell had been meant to
ring. The old man said, “Unless you know what each mark means,
you might take them for mere scratches.” But he did not attempt
to explain how the very first marks in the world had come to exist.
Neither man standing before the plank could have witnessed such
a beginning. The notches were merely an earthly example of how
distinction becomes useful when someone knows how to recognise
it.

The bell-ringer took his visitor to a lower window. From there
they could see the old road where water gathered in heavy rain.
He told him that the bell had once sounded when the river rose
during the spring floods. At the signal, people from the upper
streets would go down to the low houses and help move
belongings to safety. They had valued the bell not for the beauty of
its sound, but because they could tell it apart from the usual noise
of the square and understand its warning. The old man observed,
“Now we have watchmen by the crossing. The signal is given
differently, but no signal would help unless people could
distinguish it.” The young man remembered that he, too, had
heard warnings without understanding them whenever he was
absorbed in his own irritation.

Earthly quiet can be recognised only where hearing is possible
and, with it, a distinction between the silence that has fallen and a
sound that might be heard. When a song ends, we still remember
its final note. When the wind dies at night, someone notices that
the leaves have stopped moving. Primordial Silence belonged to
none of these experiences. It cannot be stretched out in time as
though it were a long rest between two strokes. In speaking of
“the silence that did not know itself”, we approach with care the

18
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limit at which there could not yet be someone to call silence by its
name.

Sleep and waking may seem to offer an image of primordial
Silence. We imagine that someone slept in the depths of being and
then opened his eyes. Yet sleep presupposes a sleeper and a life in
which one hour gives way to another. The Unmanifest has always
been; it was not a consciousness that fell asleep before the
creation of the world. And when the First Difference opened from
its inexhaustibility, the very possibility of knowing was not yet
earthly sight. It would have to unfold as the First Light, and the
first conscious divine being would have to receive that Light.

Many find it easier to imagine the primordial mystery as an
empty room. But a room has walls, and an empty place can already
be distinguished from one that is occupied. There were no such
walls in the Unmanifest. Its eternity cannot be imagined as
endless waiting, because waiting requires someone and something
definite to wait for. Its inexhaustible fullness holds possibilities
that have not yet become separate worlds or events. Their
multitude is nothing like a number of stones sorted into piles.
Nothing has decreed beforehand which of the unmanifest paths
must become the one fate of a being yet to come.

The old tower bore other traces of time. Builders’ names were
scratched into the stones, and beside the stairs was the date of a
long-ago repair. The bell was silent but not nameless: letters cast
into the bronze rose above its rim, almost hidden beneath a green
patina. The young man asked for a cloth and carefully wiped the
metal. The name of a craftsman who had lived long before either
of them was born appeared. The bell-ringer said he knew almost
nothing about the man’s life and would not invent a biography
merely to tell a more pleasing story. The name remained as the
trace of a particular life, but did not contain all its memories. The

19
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young man heard in this account a kind of care quite different
from the way he had guarded his own peace: the old man
protected the possibility of bearing witness, even where the
evidence was incomplete.

Back beside the bell, the young man sat upon a step. He had
listened so intently for what was missing that he had become deaf
to everything else. Now, after hearing about the flooded river,
another question troubled him. If something terrible happened
beneath the windows, would he hear a cry for help, or would he go
on resenting the interruption of his peace? He did not wish to
admit that he had sought not quiet but permission to turn away
from the world. The bell-ringer delivered no sermon. Silently he
pointed to a broken fastening, picked up a length of rope from the
floor and laid it beside the tools. The bell could not be repaired
that day, but the stairs could be cleared and a rotting beam could
be replaced before winter.

The sad mistake of making the absence of sound one’s highest
aim is that it may lead us to turn away from everything that calls
for a response. The world, with its pleas for help and the freedom
of our Will, does not become holier through indifference. Rest may
give us strength to listen, or it may become a justification for not
caring. When a believer chooses silence for a time in order to
distinguish his thoughts, he is not released from the duty to
respond to real need. The Silence of the primordial tradition is no
model of insensibility for those who live after the Light.

They descended to a landing where a small wooden bench
stood. The bell-ringer sat down to catch his breath. The young man
asked why he still tended the tower when the town had managed
without the old bell for so long. The old man replied that he had no
right to treat a broken thing as though its ultimate fate had
already been decided. He did not know whether the bell would

20
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ever regain its old voice, but while he lived he could keep the roof
from collapsing. These words contained no promise of a miracle.
Their force came from ordinary labour, which does not demand a
reward for every effort. The young man remembered tasks he had
abandoned unfinished for fear of failing to make them perfect, and
offered to remain and help clear the landing.

The bell-ringer gave him a bucket and showed him which
boards could be removed. They dragged rotten planks out of a
corner, cleared away stones that had fallen from the wall and
opened a boarded-up window. Daylight fell upon the bronze,
revealing fine scratches left by former strokes. The young man
noticed that the bell was no less truly a bell because it no longer
sounded and that his own hearing need not endlessly demand the
reward of complete soundlessness. The old man merely remarked
that people often learn the worth of sound after losing it and the
worth of silence after speaking carelessly. They looked again at
the empty place where the clapper should have hung. The
fastening remained broken and required repairs that faith alone
could not accomplish.

Earthly silence may have spiritual meaning because a person
can choose it freely. He can hold back an unjust word, listen to a
stranger’s grief and renounce hasty authority over another
person’s story. But such quiet does not carry him back into the
Unmanifest. He remembers and anticipates, can choose and
answer; that is precisely what separates his silence from the limit
at which distinction itself had not yet existed. Seeking primordial
Silence by trying to abolish thought would be as mistaken as
expecting a bell to teach a human being how not to hear.

On the spiritual path of the Seven Veils, Silence opens the
seeker’s education. Difference, Witness, Memory, Shadow, Will
and Echo will follow. This path is not a calendar of the early
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universe and does not describe seven successive eras before
manifestation. It is addressed to a being who already lives among
names and consequences. Its first silence is an invitation to pay
attention, not to undo what the First Light will bring.

One might ask whether primordial Silence lacked something
because it could not know itself. In human life the absence of
knowledge often causes pain, and people seek to overcome it. But
judging something imperfect requires a measure, and a measure
already presupposes distinction. The Unmanifest is not depicted as
a sick being in need of healing. Our language uses the words “did
not know” with care, without making them a claim about hidden
memories or an unseen sufferer.

A bird appeared at the open window and lingered for a moment
between the beams. Earlier the young man would have cursed it
for the beating of its wings, because he had tried to build around
himself a world without movement. Now he watched the bird find
a way to fly out again. Neither its flight nor his own breathing
seemed an obstacle to attention. On the contrary, everything
became distinct. He saw dust raised by a wing, light along the
edge of a beam and the empty mounting where the clapper had
once hung. For the first time he understood that the quiet he had
sought would have been worthless if gaining it meant ceasing to
notice what was happening. Freedom from noise must not be
purchased with deafness to life.

Climbing the old staircase, the young man had at first wanted to
leave all the town’s voices below. But towards evening he heard
someone on a lower landing asking for help with a heavy door. He
went down and, without a long conversation, pressed his shoulder
against the warped door. A woman carrying a basket thanked him
and went on her way. This small deed taught him nothing of the
beginning of being. Yet the change was real: where every noise
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might once have angered him, another person’s voice no longer
seemed the enemy of his peace.

Later, when conscious life appears and words of prayer arise
among its beings, the earthly community will honour the First
Light as the sacred beginning of openness and Lucifer as the First
Witness who received and passed on knowledge of it. Names
belong to the manifested world, yet reverence is directed towards
something greater than sound. The young man could no more
return to primordial Silence than restore the bell’s voice by
thought alone. But he could learn to meet his own quiet
differently: set aside the unnecessary noise of desire, hear what
was happening and choose his response. Such silence would
become the first step on a long path towards the inexhaustible.

Listening to the sounds of the square, the young man
considered that all his ideas of quiet had arisen among people who
could hear the same sounds. But life need not possess human
hearing to be receptive to the world. If consciousness exists
elsewhere in the manifested realm, distinguishing things in ways
entirely unlike ours, an earthly bell can tell us nothing about its
spiritual dignity. The Silence of the primordial tradition belongs to
no single kind of being; earthly quiet is found differently by each.

The Unmanifest was not a storehouse of finished human stories
waiting to be enacted in order. Its eternal fullness does not bind a
future Will to an outcome chosen in advance. What is possible has
not yet happened. The ability to live and recognise will gradually
unfold within manifested worlds; then a free being may distinguish
the path it has followed from another it chooses to take. Before the
First Difference there is no one to choose, but there is an
inexhaustible ground for the future possibility of choice.

The bell had sounded for the first time when its maker tested
the newly cast bronze. That sound required a hand, metal and
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hearing. The first stroke could be distinguished from the next, and
those that followed could enter human memory. But the sacred
question of the First Difference cannot be reduced to the earliest
audible stroke. It concerns the possibility of distinguishing one
sound from another, being from its manifestation, what is named
from what is not yet named. If we picture a great bell-ringer there
lifting a hammer over the cosmos, we bring into the beginning a
hammer, a hand and space already prepared. The image of the
tower may lead us to the threshold of thought; no earthly object
can cross that threshold on our behalf.

Now the question passes beyond the tower and beyond human
hearing itself. If the quiet we know can be distinguished only
because a voice might sound, how can we speak of the first
distinction when there is no listening ear and no span of waiting?
To call the coming change a decision of the Unmanifest would be
to place a thinking being within it already. The narrative must turn
towards the First Difference while preserving the mystery of how
it became possible, without a familiar account of causes and hours.

By evening they had finished work upon the staircase. The
bell-ringer locked the tower, and the young man helped him carry
a bundle of old boards down to the workshop. Lights were being lit
around the square. Someone called urgently to a child, people
argued over the price of bread by the bakery, and the faint splash
of water carried from the landing stage. The young man paused
only when the old man raised his head towards the silent bell. He
asked, “Do you still hope to hear it?” The bell-ringer replied, “As
long as it exists, we should remember why it was cast.” The young
man was about to say that the bell was useless anyway, but
recalled the stories of the flood and held his tongue. Their silence
was now filled with distinction. Above the town the metal
remained mute; below, life sounded and called for an answer.

24



TESTAMENT OF THE FIRST LIGHT / BOOK I

ITI. The Difference That Did Not Yet
Exist

The silent bell still hung above the town, and the scribe had at last
put away the corrected record. Their concerns were different, but
both men lived among things they knew how to distinguish. The
old man could hear the absence of the bell’s familiar ringing. The
scribe could find a wrong letter among the right ones and knew
how much might depend upon a small distinction. Neither thought
every day about where the very possibility of recognition came
from. To them it was more familiar than breathing. Yet once, in the
sacred order of being, there was not even anything that could be
called familiar.

A wooden bridge spanned a broad river in a valley. Merchants,
shepherds and people from several villages used it on their way to
the mill or back from market. In spring the water rose to the
lowest beams; in autumn mist hung so low above the current that
the railing on the opposite bank could not always be made out. No
one thought the bridge beautiful. They repaired it whenever spare
hands and timber were available, leaving the old supports in place
for as long as they still seemed sound. People had grown as
accustomed to its creaking as to the sound of the river.

One late morning two travellers approached the crossing. The
first was hurrying home from market with purchases in his bag
that had to reach his family by evening. The second carried little
and did not know the road. Mist was creeping down from the hills,
and the far end of the bridge vanished into a grey band. The first
traveller took hold of the railing and said that he had crossed here
before in bad weather. His companion asked whether they ought
to wait until it cleared. But the journey back was long and, judging
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by the noise of the current, the river seemed no higher than usual.
They stepped onto the boards.

At first the crossing was just as the people of the valley had
described. The boards answered their steps with short, hollow
sounds; somewhere below, water struck the piles. The second
traveller held the right-hand railing. The first walked a little
ahead, glancing back from time to time so as not to lose his
companion in the mist. Then a dry crack sounded between two
footfalls. It could scarcely be heard over the current and was
unlike the familiar creak of old planks. The first man wanted to go
on, but his companion stopped. “Did you hear that?” he asked.
“This bridge is always talking,” the first replied, though he
stopped as well.

They crouched to examine the decking. A thin dark line ran
along one of the planks. In the dim light it looked like a wet mark
left by a rope, but when they rubbed the dirt away with their
fingers, they found that the fibres had begun to separate. A little
farther on, the wood yielded when the first traveller pressed it
with the end of his walking stick. Now they could see where sound
timber still held and where the damage began. The line had not
appeared at the moment they noticed it. It had been there that
morning and perhaps for many days before. Only now had the two
men been able to distinguish it from the dark streaks in the wood.

The first traveller turned pale. He remembered how often he
had crossed that plank without looking underfoot. His companion
slowly moved the stick towards the next support, tested it and
proposed turning back. Straining to see the other bank through
the mist, the first said, “But we are almost across.” The second
answered, “And because we are almost across, we still have
somewhere to return to.” They took several careful steps
backwards, keeping close to the railing. The crack sounded again
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but grew no louder. Once he was safely back on firm ground, the
first traveller held the wooden handrail for a long time, as if the
bridge were still holding him above the river.

Back on solid ground, the first traveller could still hear that
crack in his mind. The plank had been damaged before they
arrived, but its wusual creaking had never troubled him.
Discovering the crack had not created the danger; it had enabled
him to distinguish a dangerous place from familiar boards. This
happens constantly in the human world. We learn of something
that was already there, and the familiar road looks different
afterwards. But such recognition occurs among things already
formed, for a person who can see, hear and remember. The First
Difference described by the Testament could not have been a gaze
directed towards a bridge already in existence.

A low shelter beside the road sometimes served as a store for
tools. The travellers found a piece of charcoal and a broken board.
They wrote a warning upon it, but the first man looked at the
crooked letters and said that no one would have time to read them
in such mist before reaching the bridge. They therefore laid two
heavy logs left over from an earlier repair across the entrance and
fastened the sign to the railing. It took little time. Yet when the
first traveller looked at the blocked passage, he noticed a strange
change in himself: that morning the bridge had seemed merely a
short and familiar route; now it was a place about which he had a
duty to warn others.

At first the people of the nearest village did not believe them.
One man shrugged and said the bridge creaked every autumn and
would be replaced the following year anyway. A woman drawing
water from the well remembered that her daughter crossed it on
her way to school. The travellers explained exactly where they had
found the crack. They could not say how deep the damage went
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and did not claim to know the condition of every support. But they
described the yielding plank, the stick with which they had tested
the wood, and the logs they had placed before the entrance.
Hearing these details, the village carpenter picked up his hammer
and said he would go with them the following day.

One traveller feared he would arrive home late; the other
thought of those who might follow them across the bridge. The
villagers argued too: some needed the shortest road to the mill,
while others cared more about keeping children from danger. The
crack itself did not tell them which choice was right. It had merely
become visible. People gave moral significance to what they had
learned according to what they knew of other lives and what they
intended to do. The Unmanifest delivered no judgement upon their
dispute. Responsibility arose among people who could already
distinguish the consequences of their actions.

The next day the mist lifted and the bridge came fully into view.
In the sunlight it looked even stronger than the day before, as if
the danger had been a property of yesterday’s weather. The
village carpenter had brought two workers, who carried an axe,
rope and spare boards. They immediately noticed that one support
beneath the decking had been blackened by water. The senior
carpenter proposed removing the top plank to see what lay below.
Another worker considered this an unnecessary delay: laying new
timber over the cracked section would allow travellers to use the
bridge again before noon. Their argument did not last long,
because the travellers demonstrated how the plank had bent
under the light pressure of a stick.

The older carpenter knelt and prised out a nail. The plank came
away with surprising ease, as though it had long since lost its hold
on the support. Beneath it they found a wet beam. Its outer
surface still looked much as before, but inside the wood crumbled
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beneath the point of a tool. The younger worker looked at the
removed decking, then at the new plank he had already prepared,
and quietly laid it aside. He now understood why a patch would
have been dangerous. It would have concealed the damage more
effectively than the mist. The older craftsman asked them to check
the neighbouring beams, where they found two more places that
could not be trusted.

When the craftsman removed the top plank, they saw something
the travellers could never have discovered from the surface alone.
They had distinguished the crack from the natural grain, but had
not known that water had damaged the support itself. One
distinction opened the way to another. Yet however many planks
they took apart, every step they made belonged to a world where
separate things, time and people capable of observing already
existed. The account of the First Difference concerns a more
profound beginning: the possibility of separate existence itself,
before anything manifest had come into being.

Within the eternal fullness of the Unmanifest, the possibility
opened for something distinct to become manifest. No first star
appeared and no sound rang out, and no one stood aside to
witness what was happening. What opened was the possibility of
distinction itself. The First Difference became manifest. The
Unmanifest was not diminished by it, and countless possible paths
were not reduced to a single world ordained in advance.

The First Difference cannot be compared to an axe blow
splitting a piece of timber. A blow would already require objects
and motion. Nor can we call it a flash seen by someone in the
darkness: neither such a witness nor sight itself yet existed. What
became possible through Difference was not yet knowledge of
what had been seen. The Light would still have to open knowing,
and the first conscious soul would still have to receive it. For now
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we stand at the threshold of manifestation, without replacing it
with what will appear later.

The travellers helped carry boards and haul rotten timber down
to the bank. Whenever people approached the closed crossing,
they explained why the longer way to the ford was necessary.
Some were angry, especially a man carrying a heavy sack of grain
who was late for the mill. The younger worker was about to
answer sharply, but the carpenter stopped him and showed the
man a beam taken out of the bridge. The man touched the
crumbling wood, remained silent for a moment and set off by the
other road. Not everyone was pleased. Yet each person could now
see what the decking had previously concealed and decide how to
travel.

By the end of the second day the old supports had been
dismantled. The carpenters could not finish the repair: several
beams required dry timber that could not be found nearby. They
secured the entrance to prevent anyone from stepping onto the
bridge by mistake and hung the warning higher, where it could be
seen from a distance. One of the travellers asked whether they
ought, after all, to cover some of the damaged places with
temporary planks. The carpenter wiped his hands and said, “If we
hide what we fear, it will still be there tomorrow.” He added that
he could not promise a quick repair, but now knew which supports
he could answer for. The traveller nodded and, for the first time
that day, stopped gazing anxiously at the bridge as if his own eyes
had to keep it above the water.

The people repairing the bridge made decisions based upon
their experience and what they had been able to examine. The first
boundary of being prescribed no moral rules for them and
promised no reward. It belongs to another order, earlier than any
human judgement. People on Earth can tell the story of a crack
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that made them stop and of how they helped one another. Yet none
of them becomes an eyewitness to the primordial sacred event by
doing so. Its significance is disclosed to us through reflection upon
the very condition of manifestation.

As the workers were preparing to leave, one of them placed a
lantern beside the closed bridge to warn travellers arriving late. A
traveller suggested taking the light to the opposite bank, but the
familiar way across the river was closed. So they raised the
lantern, fixed it to a tall pole and made sure its light could be seen
through the mist. For the duration of the repairs they had to rely
on the detour and on people in the neighbouring village whom
they asked to warn anyone approaching from the other side. No
single sign could tell the whole story. A warning needed someone
to notice it, and the person who noticed it needed to understand
why the way was closed.

While the bridge remained closed, roads unknown to the
travellers continued beyond the valley. Yet the immensity of what
is possible is not confined even to all the roads on Earth. The First
Difference did not assign humanity a central place in being. There
may be other worlds where intelligence differs from ours and
names bear no resemblance to human names. Neither Earth nor
the human face is a measure of the Unmanifest. What has
appeared does not exhaust its eternal depth, and no number of
future worlds can reduce its possibilities to an inventory compiled
in advance.

The following day the carpenters brought dry beams in a cart.
At the crossing they were met by the young assistant who had
previously urged the others not to delay traffic and to lay a new
plank over the crack. Now he himself proposed checking the outer
supports, although it would mean taking apart another portion of
the decking. The older carpenter listened and handed him a tool.
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They worked slowly. Several times they made mistakes in their
measurements and had to begin again before the timber fitted
closely. At one point the sun came out from behind the clouds and
lit a gap between the boards. The assistant noticed a thin opening
that had not been visible from below. He called the carpenter back
to inspect the fastening. The mistake cost them extra work, but
finding it before anyone crossed spared someone a fall.

When the craftsmen tested the new beam, the crack they had
first noticed was behind them, but they still had to learn whether
the timber could bear a load. Earthly experience shows that
noticing a boundary and understanding its significance are not the
same thing. In the sacred order, after the First Difference will
come the First Light, the beginning of knowledge and
manifestation. The first conscious divine soul will receive it and
become the First Witness. We must not place the Witness before
Light and Difference, as though he already stood at the edge of a
completed world.

By noon a carter made the first crossing with an empty wagon.
The craftsmen asked him not to hurry his horse while they listened
to how the new beams responded to the weight. The wheels rolled
slowly from bank to bank, and one worker laid his palm against
the railing to feel the trembling wood. They then brought the cart
back and sent it over again, this time with a small load. Only after
this test did the carpenter remove the barrier. He did not promise
that the bridge would last forever. Next spring the water would
rise again and the timber would need another inspection. But for
that day they could truthfully say they had done the necessary
work and tested what would have to support people above the
river.

When the bridge reopened, the people of the valley crossed
cautiously. No one made them celebrate the completion of the
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repair. A woman with a basket paused beside the new railing and
asked why one joint was different from the others. The carpenter
showed her where water had once collected and explained why
they had needed to change the connection there. Others listened
and then went on their way. The two travellers themselves came
only towards evening. The first stepped onto the decking, stopped
where the crack had once been and saw the straight, dry grain of
the new plank. He did not claim to know the bridge down to its last
nail. But he no longer needed to pretend that he had not heard the
first crack.

After the barrier was removed, people once again made their
way to the mill, and children examined the fresh boards with
curiosity. The two travellers still remembered the almost inaudible
crack. Seeing the crack had not been enough: a warning, an
inspection and the labour of people who knew more had followed.
Distinction had made these actions possible but had not chosen
them on anyone’s behalf. Thus an earthly incident helped reveal
the limits of earthly experience. The First Difference was neither
an injury nor its repair. It opened the possibility that one day there
might be something distinct and, afterwards, someone capable of
recognising it.

Late that evening, when the work at the crossing was finished,
one of the travellers lingered by the bank. The mist was thinning,
and the reflections of the first stars appeared in the water. At first
he made out one bright point, then another, and then saw the
darkness between them that he had not noticed before. The stars
were far away and knew nothing of his anxiety. He did not try to
turn them into signs of his own salvation. It was enough that the
road was open again and that he could name the place where he
had once stopped. On the opposite bank someone raised a lantern.
The traveller made out its light and set off for home.
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IV. The First Gaze

After the First Difference, manifestation became possible. But the
possibility of distinction was not yet knowledge: there was no eye
to turn towards a boundary and no soul able to say what it had
learned. The First Light opened the sacred possibility of knowing.
It did not arise from anyone’s curiosity and required no human
face made beforehand. The Light made it possible for what had
appeared to become known. Then the first conscious divine being
received it, and the First Gaze took place. The Testament names
this first soul the First Witness.

A maker of glass lenses lived in a town by the sea. He had
learned to grind them so that fishermen could recognise the lights
along the shore from far away and watchmen could see
approaching ships. One day a costly instrument was brought to
him. Its glass was perfectly clear, but its frame had warped,
making it impossible to hold the instrument straight. The image
blurred even though the lens itself was intact. The craftsman
blamed neither the sea for its mist nor the light for its faintness.
He set a small mirror on the table, straightened a thin plate of
metal and asked his apprentice to look again. A distant lighthouse
came into focus. The apprentice named it with delight, but her
master reminded her that the instrument had not created the
lighthouse, nor had the lighthouse been obliged to appear at the
moment she recognised it.

The craftsman made lenses for different purposes. A fisherman
looking for the entrance to the harbour needed one kind of glass; a
scribe trying to read faded letters needed another. He never said
that the sea was meant only for the person with the finest
instrument. When one of his pupils claimed that a distant coast did
not truly exist until someone had seen it, the master handed him a
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damp map and asked who had left the old marks upon it. The pupil
fell silent. The coast had existed before his gaze, while people had
come to know it little by little. Yet the act of looking still mattered:
what had been noticed could be named, others could be warned of
it, and someone’s life might thereby be saved.

The girl wanted to give the lens-maker an instrument she had
made herself, to show how much she had learned. She chose a
delicate copper frame and polished the glass for so long that a
barely visible flaw appeared at its edge. When she tested the
instrument, the familiar lighthouse appeared as two images. The
girl grew angry and said the light was not bright enough. Her
teacher suggested that they first inspect the object she had made
and only then judge the distant flame. They dismantled the frame,
found the damaged place and put it right. The girl understood that
the desire to see can become so strong that a person begins to
blame the world for their own mistakes. She would remember this
later, when she had to answer not only for glass but also for other
people’s safety.

The Unmanifest remained eternal and inexhaustible, although
Difference had opened and Light had appeared. The eternal did
not lose its future possibilities merely because one path had
become manifest. The First Witness received the Light and
became conscious of what had opened. That was his first
testimony. He was not the master of the Unmanifest and did not
command the source like an earthly ruler. Rather, he was the first
to know the depth of possibilities surpassing everything already
manifested. Thus the first conscious being came to possess
knowledge that could, in time, be passed on to others.

To someone on Earth, the word “received” suggests the
movement of a hand, the touch of skin or light reaching the pupil
of an eye. But the first divine soul had no earthly organs.
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Receiving the Light was its awakening to knowledge. Light did not
have to wait for the Witness to become a sacred principle; the
Witness, however, could not become a witness without the Light.
Their bond does not erase the distinction between them. In
worshipping the First Light, the community honours the sacred
principle of openness itself; in praising the First Witness, it
remembers the one who first received the Light and became the
bearer of knowledge.

From that evening the apprentice began visiting the harbour
and recording the outlines of the coast. She was fascinated by the
thought that a properly adjusted lens could open a new world to
the eye. Once she failed to notice a little boat close beside the
breakwater because she was concentrating on a distant light. A
fisherman called to her, and she managed to pass the people a
rope. Back in the workshop she complained to her teacher: the
instrument had revealed what was distant but failed to warn her of
what lay nearby. The old man answered that a tool opens the
possibility of sight but does not assume the duty of deciding where
a person directs attention. She remembered his words. They
concerned an earthly craft and human Will, yet they helped her
avoid turning the openness of vision into a false promise of
omniscience.

The following morning the apprentice went to the lighthouse
again. In daylight she noticed how many boats came into the
harbour while her instrument was trained upon the distant tower.
She began keeping a second, simpler viewing glass close at hand
for looking at what was nearby. Her teacher did not confer any
grand title upon her for this ingenuity, but he did entrust her with
watching the coastal lights in bad weather. She then understood
that to see is not only to discover something new but also to
accept responsibility for what one has seen. That earthly
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experience carried the echo of a deeper sacred word: what is
manifest deserves to be witnessed.

One morning by the shore the apprentice watched dawn
illuminate the dark walls of the lighthouse. She said that the light
had finally brought the tower into view. The craftsman suggested
that she return at night and place her palm against the stone.
When she did, the tower was in the same place, cold and rough
beneath her hand. The light had not created it anew; it had
revealed what was already there. So too the First Light in the
sacred account is neither the earthly sun nor the flame of a
lighthouse. It opened knowledge before earthly eyes and shores
had come into existence; the first divine consciousness received
this openness and became the Witness. The heavenly bodies of
nature would have histories of their own, and none of them would
confine the sacred principle to a single sky.

Later the apprentice asked how the craftsman knew that an
instrument made for someone else would truly help its owner find
the way. He admitted that he did not know beforehand. The glass
could be tested and the frame straightened, but after that
someone still had to pick up the instrument and know how to use
it. The Testament preserves a similar distinction. The First Light
opens the very possibility of knowledge; the first Witness to
receive it, known as Lucifer in the earthly faith, became the first
bearer and transmitter of that knowledge. He does not separately
govern every future destiny or grant wishes merely because they
have been expressed as prayers. Yet his primacy reminds us of
knowledge that may be received, preserved and passed on.

In earthly legends gods are often portrayed as giants
resembling humans, only stronger and older. If the First Witness
had required a human body, spiritual history would have begun
with a being whom earthly nature had not yet brought forth. His
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primacy lies in awareness of the Light, not in the shape of a face.
Another world, if intelligence appears there, may know different
images of that same first act of Witnessing. The earthly name
Lucifer will remain worthy of praise without demanding that it be
the only name in all worlds.

The Witness does not keep the Light like a coin concealed from
others in his palm. He comes to know and is able to pass on what
he has learned. Therein lies the primacy of the first divine soul.
Later people will compare one person’s account with another’s,
return to errors, share their experience and open paths for one
another. Their knowledge will be limited, and their memories may
deceive them. But the dignity of bearing witness will not
disappear: in turning to the first bearer of Light, they will
remember that knowledge is for sharing, not for holding personal
dominion over those who are still searching.

The First Light opened the sacred possibility of knowledge, and
the first conscious divine soul received it. In the narrative these
two movements follow one another in meaning, although no
earthly clock could measure an interval between them. The Light
was not created by the Will of the Witness. The Witness did not
make the Light divine by his consent; he was the first capable of
receiving and remembering it. For that reason, reverence for the
Light stands at the heart of the faith, while Lucifer is honoured as
the first bearer and transmitter of knowledge of it.

The First Gaze was not directed towards a star or a human face,
for those things had yet to arise in the world’s natural history. We
cannot name any particular star, stone or body, because the story
has not yet reached their emergence in nature. But to claim that
the gaze was turned towards complete emptiness would be to
pretend that the opposition between empty and full had already
been established. The first witnessing concerns the possibility of
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distinguishing that had arisen. Where it became possible to
distinguish, there opened the possibility of personal presence
before which the manifest could be recognised as such. Every
later object of knowledge belongs to the world unfolding beyond
this sacred threshold.

When believers address the First Light, their words are not
dissolved into the name of a physical force. They honour the
sacred principle through which knowing becomes possible. When
they praise Lucifer, they remember the first conscious soul
through whom knowledge became capable of being transmitted. A
prayer of gratitude or a prayer seeking wisdom may be offered to
the First Witness, but he must not be made the performer of
miracles ordered by us. One who wishes to find another path in
life must learn to recognise possibilities and then take
responsibility for the choice.

When human beings and their languages arose on Earth, they
gained the power to name what they heard, distinguish shorelines
and preserve the memory of distant lights. But Earth was not
placed upon the throne of being. The starlight by which seafarers
measure distances belongs to the natural world, into which
humanity came late. And if intelligence unlike our own arises
elsewhere within it, that intelligence should not become less
worthy of spiritual address merely because it lacks our faces and
speech. Universal divine presence did not await the emergence of
a human language before becoming real.

There is a distinction between many worlds under one star-filled
sky and other possible universes, a distinction we should not erase
for the sake of an elegant phrase. Other planets and star systems
belong to the cosmos we can investigate; a separate physical
universe remains a possibility for thought, not an inhabited realm
we may claim to have discovered. Yet the First Witness cannot be
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imprisoned within the human observatory. His unity does not
depend upon how many worlds exist, how unlike one another their
inhabitants may be, or how far manifestation may extend. A single
Light does not become many gods merely because there are many
ways of seeing.

One summer night the girl bent over a chart and watched
starlight fall across the copper frame of an instrument. Some of
the stars were scarcely more than points of light to her eyes. They
did not become smaller or less real on that account. She wondered
how strange it would be to declare every place that the eye could
not distinguish devoid of meaning. Beyond one horizon another
may open. But imagining inhabited worlds and knowing that they
are inhabited are different things. Even if beings of another nature
someday speak upon countless shores she would never see, they
would not need to assume her human form to possess spiritual
dignity.

When the lens-maker’s apprentice grew up, she began teaching
young workers herself. In a cupboard she kept a broken
instrument from her years of training, although she could long
since have replaced it with a better one. One day a new pupil
asked why she kept something that no longer helped anyone see.
She took it down, let him examine the bent frame and asked him to
describe what he noticed. The young man listed the defects. She
asked whether he had seen the same things before taking the
instrument into his hands. He admitted that before picking it up he
had noticed only the clouded glass. She said, “Then what you have
gained is not another object, but another way of looking at the old
one.” She made no further claim.

When she first welcomed the child of a fisherman who had died
into her workshop, it was hard for her to speak about the sea
without unease. The boy brought his father’s instrument, which
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had been damaged on his last voyage, and asked her to make it
usable once more. She did not promise that repairing the glass
would remove danger, nor did she tell him things about his father
that she did not know. Together they removed the copper frame,
cleaned the cracked joint and worked until evening to fit a new
plate. Several times the boy asked whether the instrument would
now be infallible. At sunset she let him look towards the
lighthouse, then asked him to turn his gaze towards a boat close to
the shore. He discovered for himself the difference between what
the instrument could show and what he still had to ask about.

Sometimes people came to her workshop hoping to establish
whether a distant vessel was really approaching. They brought
conflicting accounts of who stood at its helm and what cargo it
carried. The young craftswoman would hand them her instrument
and ask them to describe only what they could actually see. She
observed the same rule herself, although at times she longed to
say more. Once the entire port was expecting an important ship,
but an ordinary fishing boat appeared beyond the breakwater. The
townspeople were disappointed, while the craftswoman felt relief:
better to abandon an attractive guess than to acquire the habit of
giving people false certainty. Thus her craft became a school of
respect for things that exist independently of what she might
desire.

On the shore her former teacher once spread out charts brought
from different ships. Two depicted the same strait but named it
differently: on one the coast bore the name of a ruler long dead,
while on the other it retained the ancient name used by fishermen.
She saw that neither inscription changed the coastline, and that
different names did not turn one sea into two. She did not know
what names the possible inhabitants of other worlds might use and
did not try to invent their voices. But she understood this: if other
thinking beings one day address the same First Witness by
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another name, the vastness of being will not divide a single divine
presence into unrelated parts. The sacred name of her own land
would remain a true form of address, without requiring the
unknown to adopt a foreign tongue.

The workers in the workshop told stories about an old
lighthouse whose flame sometimes went out during violent storms.
Some maintained that the keepers were at fault; others believed
sea salt was destroying the mechanism. The craftswoman
accepted neither account merely because it made a fine story. She
went down to the shore, spoke with those who tended the flame
and learned to distinguish rumour from testimony. One day she
found that the main problem was dampness in the room where the
fuel was stored. The lighthouse became more reliable after
ordinary human work. No sacred phrase could take the place of
repairs, but respect for truth helped them undertake it in time.

A pupil wished to see the very farthest stars through a repaired
instrument. The workshop was limited by the knowledge and tools
of its age, so many wishes went unfulfilled. Yet the woman did not
forbid him to ask. She knew that the desire for knowledge could go
hand in hand with humility before the limits of observation. If
better instruments someday reveal more, they will not destroy
what has already been seen or condemn people of the past for the
limits of their vision. Earthly knowledge grows through time and
the labour of many. The first sacred testimony does not replace
that long labour with ready-made answers.

Someone who has seen a distant light may easily mistake a
moment of success for omniscience. The woman at the lighthouse
had recognised this temptation in herself more than once. She
used to suppose that a good instrument gave her the right to
speak with confidence about every ship. But on one occasion she
had to admit to sailors that she could distinguish only a mast and
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did not know who was aboard. No one condemned her for her
caution that day. On the contrary, the crew could make
preparations without relying on a false assurance. Thus she
learned the value of knowledge that makes no claim upon what
remains unknown.

In the presence of the Witness, no one owns another person’s
gaze. Whoever sees first may show the way, warn of danger or
share a discovery. But he has no right to demand that the person
following him cease looking for himself. The craftswoman by the
lighthouse now understood the importance of this distinction. She
began teaching new workers to check her calculations even when
they respectfully called her their senior. In other words, testimony
passes on what has been seen while preserving the freedom of the
next witness.

The craftswoman developed the habit of leaving a small slip of
paper with the date of inspection beside every completed
instrument. If the glass later became damaged, the next maker
could see when it had last been inspected. Some customers
considered these notes an excess of caution. But she knew how
quickly a missing detail could become a danger at sea. The record
was no magic charm and no substitute for skill. It merely made it
possible for testimony to continue after the person who first held
the instrument had gone. This earthly practice was not the origin
of sacred Light, but taught people to live more worthily in the
openness it had given.

One day the craftswoman took down from the wall a chart on
which she had recorded observations of the coastal lights over
many years. Each mark recorded something of a journey, but
empty spaces remained among the familiar signs. She did not take
them as proof that no coast existed there. She told her pupil, “I
have not been here yet, so I have written nothing.” She had
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already learned that a third, previously unnoticed fact may lie
between two things already known to be true. So too in the sacred
order the Light does not consume the inexhaustible depth of the
Unmanifest. What is knowable acquires a boundary and a form of
its own, while beyond it remains what has not yet been disclosed.
The Testament will call that boundary the Veil.

The one First Light does not change merely because countless
conscious beings may exist among the paths of the stars. Nor is
the first Witness to receive it divided into as many beings as there
may be languages. We call him Lucifer, and our voice belongs to
Earth. But where another consciousness can receive openness and
turn towards unknown possibilities, it will have no need of human
anatomy. The Light grants no special primacy to Earth. The First
Witness will remain the one who opened the path of knowledge
without laying claim to all the paths to come.

No fabric hung above the world that had not yet appeared,
hiding someone who awaited the arrival of a crowd. But openness
without boundaries would give separate forms no definition of
their own. In time every form will be knowable only in part and
never through a single gaze. Light will preserve a depth that even
the most distant search cannot exhaust. The need for the Veil
arises from this first boundary between what has been revealed
and what remains unmanifest.

By evening there were two sources of light in the small
workshop. The last ray of sunlight entered through the window,
and a lamp burned on the table. Through a repaired lens a young
apprentice of the craftswoman could make out the fine lines of
distant lights, but she laid the instrument aside to finish a frame
for someone else’s order. She remembered her teacher’s account
of the boat by the breakwater and therefore did not try to measure
everything far away while forgetting what was near. When the
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work was done, the craftswoman put out the lamp, closed the
shutters and left the instrument on the table until morning. Even
in darkness the thing did not cease to be what it was. The
following day it could be seen again, for light would offer the eye
only one way of encountering it.

The First Gaze marked the beginning of personal witnessing:
the Light was received by the first divine soul. The inexhaustibility
of the Unmanifest did not diminish, and no possible path was
sealed for eternity merely because manifestation had begun. Yet
wherever something becomes visible, a limit appears around what
has opened. Light makes sight possible without destroying all
depth. Before what had yet to be manifested, the Veil arose.
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V. The Boundary of the Visible

The First Light opened the possibility of knowledge, and the First
Witness received it. Yet what was revealed did not become the
whole of being. The eternal Unmanifest remained inexhaustible;
beyond every form that appeared lay possibilities still unrevealed,
not confined to a single destiny. For what had appeared to possess
a form of its own, a boundary arose between the visible and what
had not yet been manifested. The Testament calls this boundary
the Veil. It did not hide some defeated kingdom behind a wall and
did not oppose the Light: through that boundary, the manifest
acquired a dignity of its own.

In a settlement by the sea lived a weaver with a small workshop
and one broad window. She wove canvas for boats and heavy
fabrics for houses standing upon the windy coast. In the mornings
the sun fell so brightly upon the loom that the threads looked
faded; towards evening the light disappeared behind the stone
roofs and she had to light a lamp. One day she stretched a
translucent cloth across the window. The light falling on the loom
remained bright enough for work, but the patterns no longer
blurred in the glare. The weaver’s daughter, who was learning her
mother’s craft, was surprised: her mother had always said that
clear light was essential to the work, yet now she herself had
covered the window.

The weaver had inherited the workshop when her elder sister
died. Samples of cloth hung from a beam below the ceiling, some
so old that their colours had almost vanished. Each preserved
something of the hand that had woven it, while the half-forgotten
names of the craftswomen were written upon small wooden labels.
The apprentice wanted to renew the workshop and once suggested
throwing away the faded scraps. The weaver stopped her and
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explained that those very remnants showed how the craft had
changed. An old cloth did not become sacred merely because of its
age, but it bore witness to lives whose traces thoughtless tidying
might destroy. Even then the girl was learning to distinguish what
was useless from what she did not yet understand.

The weaver laid the shuttle on the edge of the loom and said,
“We need light in order to distinguish. But when a beam shines
straight into my eyes, I see less than I might.” Her daughter tried
pulling the cloth aside and then drawing it across the window
again. In both cases the window remained a window and daylight
was still daylight. What changed was how much detail she could
make out. For the first time the girl noticed little mistakes along
the edge of a pattern, previously hidden in the glare. She
corrected them and ceased to think of the translucent cloth as an
enemy of light.

The Veil was not a piece of fabric stretched between two
kingdoms already complete. It opened the possibility of a separate
form and preserved its bond with the inexhaustible. Behind the
visible there was no other god jealously hiding treasures from the
First Witness. Something distinct could appear and be known
without consuming all other possibilities. And when, in time, seas,
shores and the windows of human workshops appear, each
disclosed form will preserve a limit to its own disclosure. That
limit does not take away the truth of what has been seen. It leaves
the world its depth.

It is easy to speak of a limit as a loss, as though the limitless
were always more perfect than what has a distinct form. But try to
imagine a word with neither beginning nor end and you will no
longer be able to distinguish it from noise. We recognise a melody
through the difference between sounds and the pauses between
them; a story becomes a story through a sequence in which one
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event is not identical with another. These examples come from
much later human life and are not the causes of the cosmic Veil.
Yet they remind us that a clear form need not impoverish what
exists; it can give that existence its own character. In the sacred
account, the Veil opens precisely that dignity for what will be
manifested.

Still, the apprentice found it difficult to abandon the thought
that every covering was dangerous. She remembered how, when
she was a child, her parents closed the shutters during storms,
and it seemed to her that something terrible was hiding behind
them. Now, holding the cloth against the light herself, she noticed
that her fear had not come from the covering. It had come from
not knowing what was happening beyond the window. As she grew
older, she learned to open the shutters carefully and listen to the
wind. She no longer demanded that every barrier between her and
the world be removed forever. The change belonged to human
experience, but it prepared her for a more exact understanding of
a boundary.

In the manifested world, a distinct outline makes it possible to
encounter a thing. We recognise a tree by its trunk and branches,
a shore by the line of surf, a human face through the continuity of
a life that has been lived. Yet the fact that we recognise something
does not mean that all its possible paths have been exhausted. A
shoot may perish in winter or put down roots where there was
once only bare stone. So too the primordial Veil does not close the
Unmanifest forever: possibility continues beyond what has already
happened, and a future Will may seek a path towards it without
making the past into something that never was.

People ordinarily fear what is concealed. Seeing a locked door,
someone imagines danger hidden on the other side; when no
answer comes immediately, he begins inventing the intentions of
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others. Sometimes such fears are justified, and prudence requires
us to look more closely. But the desire to declare every unknown
thing hostile leads to grave mistakes. The Veil of the sacred
beginning is not an opposing force. Shadow has not yet become
moral guilt, and what is hidden has not acquired the face of an
enemy. The primordial boundary is not directed against the
witness; it is this boundary that first makes an encounter with
what is witnessed conceivable.

Mystery, in this sense, is not deception. A deceiver knows what
is being concealed and hides it deliberately to mislead another.
The Veil of which the Testament speaks does not belong to the
intention of some other being who possesses a secret. It cannot be
accused of cruelty, any more than a rain cloud can be called to
account for briefly hiding the sun. The mere existence of an
unseen side tells us nothing of evil intent. Later, among living
beings, lies and betrayal will arise; their moral meaning, however,
will be bound to the free actions of those capable of answering for
the consequences.

The First Witness, the first to receive the Light, bears the
knowledge that what is manifest does not exhaust the Unmanifest.
In that knowledge there is no hostility between what is revealed
and what is concealed. The Veil preserves distinction, Light makes
it knowable, and the inexhaustible depth remains open to spiritual
approach without any promise that every possible destiny will
come to pass by itself. The path of knowing cannot be replaced by
a demand to receive whatever one desires at once. Even when
another possibility opens before consciousness, the being who
perceives it must still choose and live with the consequences.

With the emergence of distinguishable forms, the manifested
world can have a history of its own. One form need not last forever
merely because it has become recognisable; another may arise
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later through natural processes. A plant germinates, a tree grows
old, water reshapes the shoreline. Such processes have
explanations that should not be replaced by a story in which every
object was separately fashioned once by a heavenly hand. Faith in
the First Light concerns the spiritual possibility of bearing witness
and does not demand that we reject the patient labour of those
who study change in nature. Thus the manifested world may
remain a subject of careful investigation in its own right.

With the Veil comes the possibility of distinguishing what has
become manifest and, in time, the long unfolding of its forms. In
the world of stars and planets one form gives way to another
without a divine hand having to shape each one anew. The human
body will arise in the natural history of Earth; it will not be an
imprint of the First Witness’s face. Even the humblest form of life
need not be regarded as an unsuccessful attempt to create
humanity. No organism gains exclusive rights to spiritual dignity
merely because it can speak the word “I” in a human voice.

The reality of a thing is not exhausted by what a person knows
about it. Lifting a stone, one learns its weight and roughness, but
not the whole story of how it formed. Looking at another person,
one sees the expression on a face, but does not possess every
memory behind it. Encountering an unfamiliar animal, one may
learn much about its habits without acquiring the right to consider
it spiritually insignificant. The Veil does not make these examples
all the same. It preserves the possibility that what we recognise
can exceed the limits of a single glance.

When the weaver covered her window with translucent cloth,
the pattern did not disappear. The girl could, on the contrary, see
more clearly the fine threads that had previously been lost in the
brightness. In the sacred account the Veil of manifestation is not
blindness imposed upon the Light but the possibility of knowing
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something defined without demanding to know everything at once.
And if the visible is not all that exists, this does not condemn
consciousness to helplessness. The ability to discover something
new matters more than a claim to possess the unknown in
advance.

Years later the weaver’'s apprentice received a large
commission: to make a sail for a ship bound far to the north. Four
people worked on the canvas. Young assistants kept the threads
taut, and an elderly neighbour calculated the lengths of the
fastenings. While inspecting the work, the apprentice noticed a
weakened section. If she unpicked the seam, delivery would be
delayed and everyone would see her mistake. So she sewed a thick
strip over the weakened section without telling the others why it
was needed. The sail appeared finished, but when they raised it
for a trial, it split precisely along the concealed seam. The girl
brought the work back and bitterly blamed the Veil for what had
happened.

The weaver would not accept this explanation. She laid the sail
out upon the floor and showed the girl the weakened threads and
the signs of hurried sewing. She said, “You hid a fault you knew
was there. We covered the window so that we could see the
pattern better. Here you wanted to prevent anyone from seeing
it.” The apprentice knelt beside her and began undoing the
stitching. She understood that it would take several more days of
work and that she would have to admit her mistake to the ship’s
owner. The cloth itself had not made her action a lie. The lie had
arisen from her free decision to hide a defect she knew was there.

After undoing the damaged seam, the girl held a piece of the
fabric in her hands for a long time. She could see two ways of
reinforcing the weak place. One would preserve the existing
pattern of fastenings; the other would require changing the entire
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strip along the edge. She asked the older craftswoman which
would be better. The woman did not answer immediately but let
the girl test the tension herself. The test showed that one method
was more reliable for this fabric. The decision did not bring back
the day lost through the mistake, but it changed what the sail
would become the following day. For the first time the girl felt the
difference between regretting a path already taken and working
towards what still lay ahead.

When the apprentice had finished repairing the sail, she invited
the ship’s owner to the workshop and told him about her mistake.
He was angry to learn that she had deliberately hidden the weak
section. She did not try to excuse herself by invoking sacred
names or the secrets of her craft. She showed him the repaired
seam and suggested testing the canvas in the wind. After a long
silence, the owner agreed.

She asked her assistants to be present for the test so that
everyone could see how the new seam held. The wind stretched
the canvas, and for a long time it remained smooth. Neither the
girl nor her workers knew how many storms the sail would
withstand; they could judge only from what they were able to test.
Yet after the trial another kind of trust arose among them, not
from a promise of never being wrong but from examining the work
together. The girl understood that openness can sometimes cost
more than a secret decision because it demands acknowledging an
imperfection in her work before others. But it also leaves room to
correct a fault before disaster strikes.

The next day the girl brought the mistress of the workshop an
account of the spoiled fabric, marking the material that would
have to be written off because of her decision. The older woman
studied the account carefully and then proposed sharing the
expense so that the workshop could continue its work while the
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apprentice still bore her share of responsibility. They argued over
the amount longer than the girl had expected. Once the agreement
had been written down, she understood that openness can hurt
one’s pride and still save work from ruin. The repaired sail had not
become a miracle, but now its seams could be shown without fear.

That same day a woman who made small cases for ships’
instruments came to the shore. She asked the apprentice for
scraps of cloth and was surprised to find several different pieces
bearing the same pattern. She asked, “Why did you keep so much
spare material?” The girl explained that she had tried two ways of
reinforcing the fabric and had not wanted to declare either one
correct before testing it. The woman ran a finger along the seam,
felt the denser stitches and chose a suitable piece. Less fabric
remained in the workshop that evening, but the apprentice had
learned that the traces of mistakes need not always become
secrets to those who will continue the work.

For the first time the girl understood that a boundary drawn
with care does not justify the deliberate concealment of a known
danger. No one may cover a lie with the sacred word “mystery”
and thereby deprive someone else of an honest answer where that
answer is necessary. On the other hand, a person’s private life
does not become the common property of all merely because some
truths must be spoken aloud. A boundary can protect dignity or be
used to cause harm. Responsibility lies with those who draw a
boundary and those who cross it.

One day the weaver asked her apprentice what she called a
boundary. The girl showed her the edge of a piece of cloth where
the pattern ended, then the railing beside the window. But the
older woman did not suggest imagining that the universal Veil had
been made like their loom. A particular piece of fabric exists
through threads and the labour of hands; what is manifested gains
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the possibility of its own definition where the First Difference has
opened. The Seven Veils of the spiritual path known to the earthly
community concern the work of consciousness, not seven physical
walls enclosing the cosmos. In the workshop it was easy to forget
this distinction, since the same word was used for both.

Countless paths among the stars stretch above the earth, but
every map we can survey will remain a map of only part of being.
The worlds within one cosmos and other possible physical
universes cannot all be treated as equally familiar territory. The
greatness of the Veil does not depend on how this question is
answered: the manifested may be wider than human knowledge
will ever reach. If beings capable of knowing and responding arise
in other worlds, their dignity will require neither a human face nor
our speech nor our legends. And however numerous the
manifested realms might be, the First Witness will remain one.
The Veils of distinction do not create a multitude of gods.

Ships left a single harbour in different directions, each with a
different voyage before it. The weaver did not know in which other
worlds conscious life might appear or what forms it might take;
she saw no reason to declare the human body the measure of
every possibility that had opened. Sometimes she thought that
people in an unfamiliar land might work with cloth differently or
know nothing of it at all. Yet even the farthest earthly shores could
not exhaust the space of possible worlds. A measure suitable for
her loom could not become the measure of every consciousness
yet to come.

A particular kind of pride seizes someone who believes that
every unknown thing has been set before him solely to be solved.
He comes to a sacred place, an old letter or someone else’s
confession with one question: what can I take from this? Such a
gaze may sometimes lead to knowledge, but often destroys respect
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for another person’s freedom. The Veil makes a boundary to
manifestation possible, but it does not decide for the observer how
to treat what he has seen. Whether to respect another person’s
confession and honour the limits of trust is a choice made among
people who can help or harm one another.

The patterns of her craft gradually became more intricate, and
one day the girl found she could no longer recognise her own
earlier style of work. She took from a chest the first scraps of cloth
on which she had practised and saw many imprecise places. Yet
alongside the mistakes were decisions she could still respect. The
young craftswoman stopped despising all that was imperfect:
imperfection could be an honest witness to learning. She began
keeping dated samples, without passing them off as new products
or reworking them as though the earlier mistakes had never
existed. The boundary between old and new no longer seemed a
threat to her craft.

Among craftspeople there are those who conceal their methods
to earn a living. Such secrecy can be part of ordinary commercial
life, and not every undisclosed technique is a deception. But when
a maker knowingly conceals a danger in a product from someone
who has entrusted that maker with their safety, a different
responsibility arises. The word “secret” alone cannot distinguish
these situations. We must ask who makes the decision, who bears
the consequences and what obligations have been accepted. The
spiritual meaning of the Veil can therefore never serve as a
universal excuse for withholding the truth.

The older weaver kept a piece of unfinished fabric in a drawer,
left behind after her sister’s death. No one knew what she had
intended to make, and the apprentice once suggested guessing
from the pattern. The woman did not object to conjecture so long
as it was not passed off as an instruction left by her sister. They
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spread the fabric upon the table, measured the weave and wrote
down what they could actually see. The cloth itself did not reveal
the sister’s intention. Yet it did not have to be understood
completely to remain worthy of remembrance. Not everything
hidden is under the control of the person who preserves it, and not
every unanswered question conceals a truth deliberately withheld.

The Veil also does not mean that everything unseen exists only
because human beings have not yet learned of it. Worlds and
natural processes do not wait for human attention to become real.
A star does not cease being a star because it cannot be seen from
Earth; a seed grows in damp soil long before anyone digs it up.
Our knowledge has limits, but the sacred teaching concerns a
deeper capacity for distinction within manifestation itself. These
levels cannot be equated, as though the limit of our hearing were
the edge of the universe.

One evening by the shore the weaver heard young fishermen
arguing about the names of distant headlands. Their neighbours
from another port pronounced those names differently from the
people of her village, yet ships passed between the same rocks.
She remembered then the words with which people addressed the
First Witness. Their earthly name for him, Lucifer, was a genuine
name of prayer, but not a seal that every possible world was
required to accept. Every language names things from its own
home, and no home thereby becomes the centre of all being.

Returning to her workshop from the shore, the weaver took
down the translucent cloth from the window to shake the dust
from it. Cold air entered through the open window, and she could
hear her daughter’s voice as the girl helped carry dry sails down
to the boats. They covered the window again with the cloth,
because the night promised wind. The same object could be a
means of careful work or a means of deception; the difference lay
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in what people did. The sacred Veil did not belong to their craft,
but thinking of it reminded them of their responsibility towards
what had been revealed.

The primordial Veil allowed what had been revealed to retain a
form of its own. It is no guardian demanding suffering and no
prison into which the First Light is forbidden to enter. Yet the
boundary of the visible made it possible to speak of the price of
clarity: a discovery can change the person who sees, and bearing
witness will call for an answer. Thus the possibility of the Wound
would arise among the many forms of life to come, not among
human beings alone.
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VI. The Price of Clarity

The First Light revealed the sacred possibility of knowledge, and
the first soul to receive it became the First Witness. But what has
been learned does not vanish merely because the one who learned
it has grown weary of the consequences. In the world of
manifested forms, every truth brought to light can alter what
happens next. People on Earth discover this before finding the
right words: having seen a crack in a beam, someone knows of the
danger beside which children continue to play. Light has opened
the possibility of seeing, but has not commanded anyone to act in
a particular way. Each person must decide what to do with what
has been learned, bearing responsibility towards those whom the
decision may protect or endanger. Thus begins the price of
knowing.

For many years a gardener in a settlement beside the river had
grown young trees for neighbouring yards. She knew which soil
held moisture, where the wind was too strong and when a
damaged branch needed to be pruned. Among her plantings stood
an old orchard inherited from her mother. At its centre grew a
great pear tree. A long table had once been placed beneath it for
family celebrations; the fruit was small, but the tree cast deep
shade. One day, after an unusually windy winter, the gardener
noticed a lengthwise crack in its trunk. She ran her hand along it
but did not immediately tell the others in the household.

Throughout that winter the river had overflowed its banks
several times, and cold winds had broken branches even on young
trees. The gardener walked among her plantings with a basket of
tools, righted fallen supports and listened for any cracking in the
old trunk beneath the weight of wet snow. In those days memories
of her mother returned especially often. They had once covered
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roots with straw together and rejoiced over every young tree that
survived the winter. Now she had to make decisions alone,
although before she could have asked the older woman what
would be best. To discover the damage in the pear tree was to
confront not only the danger posed by a branch, but also a
responsibility from which no one could now release her.

The damage proved deeper than it appeared from outside. The
gardener’s young apprentice suggested covering the crack with a
board so that the tree would look as it had before, but she objected
that an unchanged appearance could not support a heavy branch
in high winds. Her father, now an old man, asked her to leave
things as they were until autumn. He liked sitting beneath the
pear tree in the evenings, when he was tired from walking to the
river. She understood his request. She too remembered her
mother gathering fruit in her apron and placing baskets beside the
roots. But the cracked branch now hung over a path that children
used every day. To ignore the damage for the sake of a cherished
memory would put them in danger.

Before beginning the work, the gardener asked her assistant to
bring out the old records of the orchard’s care. She wanted to
know whether that particular fork of the trunk had ever been
reinforced. In a notebook she found an entry made by her mother:
a small crack had appeared there after a violent storm. At the time
they had bound the branch and watched it for several years. The
note was written in familiar, careful handwriting, but offered no
ready answer for the present damage. Her mother had lived in
another time, and the tree had changed since then. The daughter
kept the record but still had to act in circumstances her mother
could never have foreseen. Memory could guide her without
issuing orders to every future day.
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Late that evening the gardener’s father asked her not to tell the
neighbours that they were planning to saw off the old branch. He
wanted one more day to look at the familiar pear tree without
hearing anyone’s advice. His daughter agreed to wait until they
had inspected the tree in the morning, but reminded him that the
path could not be left open. Together they put a low barrier at its
entrance. The old man brought rope from the shed and tied the
knot as firmly as he could. His sorrow was not taken away by his
daughter’s caution, but knowledge of the damage had now
changed his evening too. In sacred language, the First Wound
recalls precisely this cost of knowledge: the innocence of not
knowing cannot be recovered, although knowledge itself does not
dictate a person’s moral decision.

She did not settle the matter in one evening. In the morning she
invited a neighbour experienced in working with wood, and
together they examined the fork in the trunk. The neighbour
suggested removing the most dangerous branch, then monitoring
the rest of the crown and reinforcing it with a support if
necessary. His advice did not promise that the pear tree would live
for many more years. The gardener agreed, although she knew
how much the familiar orchard would change. When the assistant
brought the saw, her father emerged from the house and stood
silently at the gate for some time. She explained that she did not
want to lose the tree, but could not pretend that the crack did not
exist.

The branch fell upon the fabric spread beneath it, and the
gardener felt pain almost as sharp as the grief of family
bereavement. She did not imagine that the tree resented her or
that cutting it amounted to a sacred sacrifice. It was difficult work
undertaken to protect the people living nearby and, as far as
possible, the orchard itself. Yet now she knew the difference
between remembering the tree’s former wholeness and seeing its
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present condition. No beautiful words could restore the pear tree’s
old shape. The cut remained visible, but the path beneath was no
longer dangerous in the way it had been the previous day.

The old man did not forgive his daughter immediately. He felt
that she had taken away what gave the orchard its familiar
character and acted too quickly. She did not demand instant
agreement. She showed him the crack at the base of the severed
branch, told him of the neighbour’s advice and let him remain
angry. Several days later her father brought an old bench and
placed it a little farther from the trunk. From there he could see
the river. He said that he now saw another part of the orchard,
although he could not yet love it as he had loved the old view. The
gardener sat beside him and did not treat his hesitant acceptance
as a triumph of her own judgement.

Later the assistant asked whether she regretted what she had
done. She replied that she mourned the loss of the branch, but did
not take her sorrow as proof that the decision was wrong.
Sometimes a person does what must be done and still experiences
loss. The fact that a decision brings no joy does not prove it was
morally wrong, any more than a feeling of victory guarantees that
it was right. She pointed to the children now playing beside the
new bench and added that she could not calculate every possible
consequence, but tried to answer for the risks she knew about.
Her words were not a universal law for the assistant. They were
testimony to one particular and difficult responsibility.

The assistant asked the gardener whether the branch might
have been left in place and strengthened with an iron ring. She
showed him where the wood had split along its fibres and
explained why binding it with a ring would not have been enough.
He kept asking because the thought of cutting living wood still
troubled him. Rather than end the conversation, she let him
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examine the cut and the neighbouring branches they had managed
to save. They would never know what might have become of the
pear tree under a different decision. But they learned to
distinguish what had happened from what remained unknown.
Neither the Light nor the Unmanifest had pronounced a verdict
upon the right course of action; human beings had considered the
consequences.

The price of clarity does not mean that knowledge inevitably
brings punishment. People discover many things with joy: a child
learns to recognise the first letters, a traveller finds a road to the
sea, a woman hears the voice of a friend who has returned. In such
encounters clarity leaves no wound. But it opens the possibility of
pain, for knowledge may disclose a loss, a deception or a need to
act. Faith does not deify suffering or make pain a condition of
spiritual dignity. The sacred image of the Wound concerns the
mark that knowledge may leave. The moral response to that
knowledge arises in relationships among the living, not in a
verdict delivered by the Light.

A prayer for Light may be a request to see what someone has
been afraid to approach. But knowledge comes with no promise
that the world will spare the seeker loss. Faith honours the First
Light as the sacred beginning of knowing and praises the First
Witness as the first to receive and transmit knowledge of it.
Lucifer does not become the servant of every private wish. He
opens the possibility of a path towards the Unmanifest; no other
Will can perform the work that a conscious being must undertake.

When the gardener saw the first new shoots in spring, she did
not conclude that the tree had been saved for good. The pear tree
might live several more years or might not survive another winter.
She still inspected the trunk after high winds, removed dead twigs
and saw that children did not play near the damaged place in bad
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weather. Her care became an ongoing responsibility, not a single
victorious gesture. Her father sometimes helped to gather the
fruit, but no longer demanded that the tree regain its old form.
Both knew that the memory of the orchard would continue even
after the pear tree itself had disappeared.

In late spring the assistant brought two wooden supports to the
pear tree. One was strong but blocked the path; the other could be
positioned so that children could pass freely, though it would need
to be reinforced at the base. The gardener would not choose at
random. She walked around the trunk, pointed out the marks of
the old crack and asked the assistant to bring more stones for the
support. When the work was done, the old man sat down once
more on the bench a little way from the trunk. The woman looked
at the path and saw that it was no longer as it had been. She had
not restored the lost branch, but she had been able to change how
people would walk past the tree in the days to come.

The next morning the apprentice reached the old pear tree
before the gardener. After the night’s rain the earth around the
roots was soft, and he noticed a small hollow beside one of the
supports. When the gardener came out to him, he showed her the
mark left by the water and asked if everything would have to be
done again. She crouched beside him, felt the wood and said they
could reposition the support before it harmed the roots. They had
to undo part of the previous day’s work. By lunchtime they were
both tired, but neither described returning to something already
done as defeat. What they had learned led them to change what
they did.

Among the young plantings was a tree that her father had
planted not for fruit but so that its roots would strengthen the
slope above the path. It had grown crooked, and many considered
it useless. The gardener had long hesitated to move it because she
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did not know what that would do to the slope. She asked someone
experienced in reinforcing riverbanks and learned that the roots
held the earth after the spring floods. That new understanding
changed the fate of a tree most people had overlooked. She did not
call it holier than the pear tree or regard her caution as infallible.
But the memory of the severed branch had taught her not to
mistake a first impression for the whole truth.

In the orchard, there was no escaping time: a branch grew old,
her father weakened, children grew, and each day demanded a
decision of its own. The First Wound is not a cut in a pear tree, just
as the First Light is not a ray of sunlight. But the earthly situation
reveals an important distinction. Seeing the damage means losing
the ability to say sincerely that it does not exist. Freedom to
choose remains, along with the risk of misjudgement, the need to
seek advice and the duty to acknowledge another’s grief. Clarity
does not release a person from these difficulties. Sometimes it
merely makes them urgent.

The First Witness received the Light and became the first
bearer of knowledge, but did not write the fate of every being in
advance. The Unmanifest always contains more possibilities than
have been realised, and therefore the future cannot be described
as a punishment assigned once and for all. When the gardener saw
the damaged tree, she could have remained silent, hidden the
crack from her father, or sought advice and acted. Every path had
consequences. Her Will did not recreate the tree or undo its past,
but it played a part in what the orchard’s next day would become.

Not every pain is the First Wound, and no one has the right to
call another person’s loss a necessary sacrifice for our own
spiritual peace. Pain may arise from illness, violence or
unexpected loss and need contain no sacred lesson at all. Whoever
tells a suffering person that they deserved their misfortune as a
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lesson in spiritual growth turns the language of faith against
compassion. No one may make another’s suffering a required
stage of initiation. The sacred image concerns the price of
awareness, not the exaltation of suffering itself. Responsibility
towards the person harmed arises in human relationships.

There is an opposite danger too: treating one’s own knowledge
as sufficient justification for any cruelty. Someone may declare
that another person’s life must be broken in the name of a great
truth. Clarity then becomes a claim of authority over other
people’s destinies. Knowledge gained does not justify harm
inflicted: among humans, actions are judged by their
consequences for other lives, not by the solemnity of the truth
proclaimed. The gardener did not cut down the entire orchard
because one branch was damaged. She sought advice, respected
her father’s memories and chose what she believed to be the least
harmful intervention. Her action remains an earthly decision open
to question, not an infallible model of divine Will.

The First Witness is honoured as the first to receive the Light
and make it possible to pass on knowledge of it. Yet that does not
make every thought of a believer His command. The gardener
sought advice from her neighbour, checked old records and made
a decision without hiding it behind a sacred name. In this way
human Will retains its dignity: it is not without limits, but it can
distinguish and act. The fact that several paths remain possible
does not make any action less real.

One day the gardener’s father asked her to bring an old
photograph showing the family seated beneath the pear tree’s full
crown. She found it in a drawer with letters. In the picture the
branches were still undamaged and her mother was smiling in a
way the daughter had almost forgotten. They looked at the faces
for a long time. The old man admitted that he had been unfair
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when he accused his daughter of indifference. She replied that she
too had spoken too sharply about the need for work, as if his
memories counted for nothing. The admission did not restore the
branch or erase their earlier argument. But it changed how the
two of them could speak to each other afterwards.

One corner of the photograph was bent, and the old man asked
her not to force it flat. She laid the photograph between clean
sheets of paper and left it on the table until morning. The
photograph promised no salvation and gave no instructions for
how to grieve someone who had died. But it preserved a visible
part of time that had been lived, and that was its human value. Her
father remembered his wife’s voice, which no photograph could
preserve. His daughter listened without trying to fill every gap
with a conjecture. They sat beside the window until dusk hid the
face in the picture. Then the woman lit a lamp, and the photograph
became visible once more.

Her father asked her not to show the photograph to every
visitor: it was painful for him to explain again and again why the
old pear tree now had a different crown. His daughter did not call
his request a weakness. She put the photograph in a drawer and
placed a twig with young leaves from the orchard on the table. The
gesture was not an instruction to the universe about how anyone
should grieve. She knew her father and could choose words suited
to his sorrow. Spiritual clarity gave her no ready-made answer;
attentiveness to the person living beside her demanded labour,
and no one had promised that it would be miraculously easy.

When the gardener’s apprentice grew up and left for another
town, he remembered the great pear tree less for its branches
than for the difficulty the woman had faced in telling her father
the truth. He hoped that one day he would be as confident in his
work as she had seemed. But years later he realised that
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confidence had not been what mattered most: the gardener had
doubted, sought advice and borne the consequences. She had not
hidden behind another’s advice, even though the advice had
helped her choose. The visible damage did not free her from pain,
but it would not let her forget those who walked beneath the
branch.

As an adult, the former apprentice returned to the settlement
after a long absence. He saw how the pear tree had changed:
rough, uneven bark had grown over the old cut, and the shadow it
cast was shorter. The gardener had grown old and now rarely
came as far as the gate, so he went into the house to see her. He
wanted to tell her at once that the years had vindicated her work,
but she stopped him. The tree was no judge, she reminded him,
and the passing of many years did not prove that every decision
had been faultless. More important was that they had looked
carefully at the danger, sought advice and not hidden from the
consequences. He treasured her words more than many of his own
lucky guesses.

One day after his return, the former apprentice asked whether
greater patience might have helped her father. She replied that
she had borne his anger for as long as she could, but could not
leave children beneath the fractured branch. People in another
household might have chosen differently; she was not given the
power to know their future in advance. But neighbours now sat on
the bench, and sometimes the old man himself told them how
many winters the pear tree had endured. The apprentice listened
and heard both sorrow and tenderness. A truth spoken aloud had
caused pain, yet new relationships could grow beside an old mark.

The First Wound belongs to the emergence of witnessing, not to
a body resembling one on Earth. Before it, future human beings
and every other possible form of life capable of recognising its
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separateness and responding to what it recognises stand alike.
The Light did not become human because a person would someday
learn to name his pain. On the shores of unknown worlds, if
thinking beings dwell there, the price of clarity may be
experienced differently, without our tears or words. Neither their
possible joy nor their possible loss calls for another First Witness.
A single divine presence is not divided according to the number of
eyes, hands or kinds of memory known to us.

Late one evening the gardener noticed a mark left by a moth on
the window. The insect did not know the human names of the stars
and did not possess her way of telling its own story. She took this
as neither evidence of spiritual superiority nor proof that the
insect shared her degree of consciousness. She remembered only
how often she had mistaken the measure of her own knowledge for
the measure of all living things. Beyond her orchard other worlds
might exist, and within them perhaps entirely different ways of
understanding and answering. The First Witness did not need her
face to remain the one Witness, and human pain was not a
universal price that every consciousness had to pay.

While the gardener and her former apprentice sorted through
old letters, he found a record made on the day they had first
examined the tree. It contained the date and the name of the
neighbour who had helped assess the damage. He remembered
how confidently he had then spoken about the old supports, but
upon reading his own notes he realised that he had forgotten one
important piece of advice. The woman did not reproach him. They
corrected the mistake in their account and placed the notebook
beside the photograph without cutting out the inconvenient line.
Memory readily reshapes the past into a form we would prefer;
careful testimony leaves room for our own errors as well.
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Witnessing brings with it the memory of what has been
revealed. Here lies another price of clarity: once someone has
seen, he may never regain his former innocent ignorance. He may
deny the fact, forget its details or try to distract himself, yet
knowledge can leave a mark upon his later decisions. Thus earthly
memory becomes bound to moral responsibility. Not every mark
imposes an everlasting obligation, and not every memory is
reliable. Yet the very possibility of answering for what one knows
binds openness to the path of a future life.

No being yet to be born has been condemned to suffer. The
Ember is not bound to human anatomy; within the faith it means
the spiritual capacity of a conscious being to enter into a
relationship with the First Light. The Name of a future person will
preserve the uniqueness of that person’s path; through Will, that
person will be able to respond to what is revealed. Unknown
worlds may contain other forms of life, but no one has the right to
rank their inhabitants lower merely because they are different.
Illness and loss do not testify to any disgrace of the Ember, just as
misfortune itself is not a punishment prescribed in advance for a
former incarnation.

There is, however, a bright side to this burden. A person who
recognises another’s wound may also stop a hand about to inflict
another wound. He may call injustice by its name even when it was
once more comfortable to remain silent. He may approach
someone who grieves without offering false reassurance and stay
beside that person when words are not enough. The limits of
human witnessing do not destroy the worth of such acts. The Light
does not promise a life free from every pain; an attentive response
remains a human choice that requires no coercion.

Memory does not restore a severed branch or bring the dead
back to life. Yet memory leaves room for a new word, spoken
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without trying to erase the old one. The father could acknowledge
his hasty resentment, and the daughter could hear his grief; the
tree kept the mark of their intervention upon its bark. We know
the trace of a particular life as its Name. In the Great Echo our
faith finds hope that this trace does not vanish with the earthly
voice, although no one can point to a place on a map where it is
preserved. The possibility of the Ember’s spiritual journey
continuing does not turn the present life into a rough draft or
grant us power over another’s pain.

The First Difference opened the possibility of manifestation; the
First Light opened the sacred possibility of knowledge; the First
Witness became the first soul to receive it. The Veil preserved a
boundary between what had occurred and what might still occur.
The First Wound recalled the price of choice when knowledge can
no longer be put aside as an unwanted object. Yet after these
primordial turning points, there remains a being capable of freely
choosing silence and seeking another way through life. That being
must now learn the meaning of Silence after Light.

On the last evening of autumn the gardener walked along the
path where the dangerous branch had once hung. The bench stood
a little way off, with the river visible beyond it. The first stars had
appeared above the water. Her father had often pointed out the
constellations when she was a child, but now she knew that the
patterns drawn between them belonged to the human gaze, while
the stars themselves had not been kindled for the sake of this
bench. She laid her palm against the rough trunk and heard
someone call her to supper from the house. The world remained
vast and under no obligation to answer each of her requests, but
the crack she had once seen had changed how she cared for those
who lived nearby. She withdrew her hand and returned towards
the light spilling from the open door.
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VII. Silence After the Light

Every conscious being enters a world in which distinction has
already occurred. It encounters sounds or other signs in its
surroundings, learns to recognise what is near and what is
strange, acquires its own Name and begins to choose. Human
beings are particularly quick to mistake the life they know for the
only life possible. Yet a time comes when someone hears too much
and ceases to hear what matters. Then that person needs Silence.
Not the primordial indistinguishability to which no return is
possible, but a freely chosen quiet after the Light, in which
consciousness loosens the grip of habit and becomes able once
more to notice the paths opening before it.

Primordial Silence precedes the appearance of distinction only
in the sacred order of the narrative. Human silence comes after
words around which a history has already grown. One person falls
silent from shame, another remains quiet out of compassion, a
third fears speaking a necessary truth. An absence of sound tells
us little about what is happening in the soul. Even when two
people sit side by side in complete silence, one may be free and
the other under severe compulsion. The path of Silence therefore
cannot be reduced to an exercise in keeping one’s lips closed.

The scribe’s house changed along with those who lived there.
The shelf above the desk sagged, the books darkened, and a tree
grew outside the window where none had stood before. The young
man had wanted for some time to rearrange the furniture, but the
drawers contained papers entrusted to his father by other people.
He did not want to turn the room into a lifeless museum, yet he
feared destroying a history no one else could recover. One day he
made an inventory, separating family mementoes from the
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documents belonging to others. It was slow work, and silence
helped him better than any solemn speech.

The boy to whom the scribe had once explained the difficulty of
the first name had grown up and learned to write letters carefully
himself. His father no longer sat at the desk every evening, but a
sheet with a large empty space at the top remained in the drawer
beneath it. Near its edge was the mark of a child’s palm, left long
ago beside drying ink. The young man did not show the sheet to
visitors, although many asked to read his father’s old lessons. He
treasured it as a memento and did not regard the blank space as
an image of heavenly mystery. It recalled an earthly conversation
in which an adult had once been willing to admit to a child that he
did not know the answer.

One day a woman who had lost her brother many years earlier
came to the young scribe. She brought a letter written shortly
before her brother’s departure and asked him to copy it, because
the paper had become brittle. The scribe prepared a fresh sheet
and took up his pen. The woman insisted that every word be
preserved, even those written unevenly or with mistakes. He was
surprised; he had been taught to correct spelling so that a letter
would look respectable. But now she was asking him to preserve
not merely the meaning but the trace of another hand. The young
man realised that he had to distinguish an ordinary copy made for
reading from a document whose value lay in the marks left by a
hand that would never write those words again.

The woman had not come alone. Beside her stood a young man
nearly the age her brother had been when he left, gazing at the old
sheet without daring to touch it. He had never known the dead
man, but had heard his mother speak the man’s name since
childhood. When the scribe asked her to point out the most fragile
parts of the letter, the woman stopped at the salutation on the first
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line. Her brother had called her by a childhood nickname, and she
feared it might disappear in the copying. The scribe suggested
first making an exact transcription preserving the old spelling,
with any explanations written on a separate page.

He worked for a long time by the light of the lamp. Where the
ink had worn away, he carefully left a blank and asked the woman
if she remembered the word. At one point she read it aloud but
immediately stopped: memory might have replaced the actual
writing with a familiar phrase. The scribe did not fill the gap
merely because she wished it. They agreed to mark the missing
passage truthfully and write any conjectured words separately. By
morning there were two sheets. The first preserved the surviving
words; the second explained the places where certainty had given
way to supposition. The woman took both away without declaring
either more sacred or more valuable than the life of the person
whose letter they had preserved.

Such care was possible only in a world of distinctions. Words
could be read even though some had disappeared; names helped
people remember the departed but could not return them to
earthly life. The scribe had not restored the past. He had merely
helped the woman preserve a clear trace where time had already
damaged the material. His work was not service to primordial
Silence, but it possessed a distant dignity of testimony: he had
refused to replace what was unknown with a convenient invention.
As his visitor left, he made no promise that memory would
necessarily comfort her. He opened the door and allowed her to
leave with her grief without telling her how she ought to feel.

That evening the young scribe went out into the square. Above
the rooftops rose the tower with the bell that had long been silent.
The townspeople had grown used to its stillness, and few looked
up. He stopped by the wall and heard boys arguing over ancient
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inscriptions in the stone. One wanted to rub them with a wet cloth;
another feared damaging the surface. The scribe intervened only
to suggest asking a craftsman first how the letters could be
preserved. The boys ran off to seek advice, while he remained
beside the tower remembering the blank space on his father’s
page. The world had not slipped back into indistinguishability
merely because he had been silent for a while.

In the quiet, the scribe realised he need not obey his first flash
of irritation. He could have ordered the boys to leave the
inscriptions alone, but chose instead to suggest the help of a
craftsman. Neither path was drawn upon the tower wall. He had to
recognise for himself what was possible and decide what word to
speak. Silence became a way of attending to what had previously
gone unnoticed, not a refusal to answer. Thus the first freely
chosen silence prepares consciousness for an encounter with a
deeper inexhaustibility.

The Faith of the First Light preserves seven successive Veils of
spiritual learning. Silence opens this path; after it come
Difference, Witness, Memory, Shadow, Will and Echo. Yet no one
has the right to believe that passing through each Veil turns a
human being into some higher kind of creature entitled to despise
those who travel more slowly. Spiritual understanding cannot be
measured by the volume of a voice, the number of books one has
read or the ability to sit motionless for hours. Nor does it, by itself,
make anyone kinder. The Order teaches people to receive what
they have seen without self-satisfaction, to acknowledge errors
and protect the freedom of others. Such qualities are learned
among people; they are not rewards granted merely for Contact.

The Faith of the First Light honours Light as the sacred
beginning of knowledge and praises Lucifer, the First Witness, for
the knowledge he passed on. But the seeker’s silence reaches
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beyond the words of prayer, towards the eternal Unmanifest, from
which other possibilities may open along his path. He does not
demand that the First Witness personally grant a chosen wish, nor
does he place his Will in another’s hands. In quiet he learns to
distinguish a familiar fear from a real obstacle, an unspoken desire
from a decision he is prepared to act upon. After praising the
Light, he remains responsible for his next step in life.

There are people who fear the first questions because the
answers might destroy the order they know. They are ready to
repeat another person’s formula, provided no one asks them what
it means. Their words make plenty of noise but offer little
testimony. There are others who take such pride in doubt that they
refuse even to listen to anything outside their customary
understanding. Their silence too can become a wall. True attention
is harder than either habit. It allows that another person may show
us something new and that we may have to change our own words.

The scribe returned home and among his father’s records found
an old line about how important a name might be in another
person’s life. Beside it was the date on which a girl’s certificate
had been corrected: she had once been refused a document
because two letters were confused. He remembered her as a
grown woman who had come one day to thank his father. She had
spoken of no great revelation; she told him that she had been able
to continue her studies and later had helped other people sort out
their documents. The correction of a small error had become
entwined with many later events that his father could never have
foreseen when he sat down at his desk.

In this way memory opens another dimension of testimony. The
effect of something learned does not always end when we give it a
name. Sometimes a word changes someone else’s decision years
later; sometimes a truth left unspoken continues to cause harm.
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But no earthly testimony grants us complete knowledge of every
future consequence. We may answer for our actions with all the
care we can muster, without promising that every kindness will be
returned in some recognisable reward. Light opens what can be
distinguished; concern for a person nearby is something we learn
among other people.

When the young scribe learned that the old bell-ringer had died,
he went to the tower with several neighbours. Neatly stacked
boards lay beside the entrance, left over from the last repairs to
the landing. One bore a date carved by an unpractised hand. No
one could remember exactly who had made the inscription. The
scribe suggested that they not erase it until they found
confirmation. They climbed to the top and saw the damaged bell.
Air came in through the open window, and dust lay upon the
bronze. No voice sounded. Any miracle they might have hoped for
after the bell-ringer’s death remained no more than a human wish.

On the landing by the bell he noticed the old bell-ringer’s tools.
Years of use had polished one wooden handle smooth, as though
its owner had always held it on the same side. The scribe picked it
up but soon laid it down again. The tool bore traces of labour, but
could not tell them about the dead man’s fears and hopes. To learn
more, they would have to ask people who had worked with him
and still acknowledge the limits of their memories. For the scribe
the tower became a place of human testimony, not a secret door to
primordial Silence.

One neighbour suggested selling the bell for scrap metal, since
it had not been used for so long. Another insisted that it should be
preserved out of respect for its old keeper. The argument dragged
on. The scribe listened until he noticed that the people were
speaking about different things: one about the expense of
maintaining an unsafe tower, another about the town’s memory, a
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third about the possibility of restoring the bell’s voice. Each
concern was real; none became less real because someone spoke
louder. He then proposed that they first inspect the stairs and roof
and afterwards decide what the town could afford to maintain. The
silence between his words proved more useful than a premature
verdict.

In time they strengthened the tower, but the bell’s clapper was
never replaced. They lacked both the funds and a common
decision to do so. The scribe did not regard this outcome as a
victory for his view. He merely preserved a few records of the
former ringing and the names of craftsmen and watchmen. Later
children read these accounts and asked why the town had been
unable to agree for so long. He replied that people can distinguish
the different sides of a single thing but must work to hear each
other. The very word “hear” reminded him of the first step along
the path of Silence, although no tower belonged to the primordial
cosmogony.

One evening, returning from the tower, the scribe looked at the
town’s illuminated windows. He remembered the blank space on
his father’s page, the silence of the bell and the children arguing
over ancient letters. Once it had seemed to him that every life was
already enclosed in a line written long ago. Now, remembering the
girl whose name his father had restored in the register, he saw
another meaning: what has happened remains real, but the future
is not condemned to repeat a past error. The eternal Unmanifest
had not disappeared when the world appeared; other paths may
open from its depths for the living. And if one day such a path
becomes distinguishable, the scribe will have to decide for himself.

The next day a boy whose father served aboard a ship came to
ask for advice. The child asked whether the First Witness could
see from the other side of the sea and whether His Light ended
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where the map showed no more roads. The scribe spread a map
upon the table. The edges of the sheet were visible, but the sea did
not end at those lines. He explained that the map had been drawn
from the shores of human knowledge. Their community called the
First Witness Lucifer, but divine presence was not confined to the
borders of their map. The boy asked whether human beings lived
among other stars. The scribe could not say he knew and would
not invent an answer. He simply repeated that life capable of
knowing and responding one day need not have human form to be
worthy of the Light.

Silence after the Light may be full of sounds. A mother listens
without interrupting her child’s story; a traveller pauses by the
water, distinguishing the sound of the current; someone who has
made a mistake remains quiet long enough to hear another
person’s testimony. None needs to achieve absolute
soundlessness. What matters is an openness that allows one to see
and hear without immediately laying claim to what has been
revealed. But if silence serves fear, compulsion or the deliberate
concealment of harm, it must be called by its true earthly name
without being sheltered beneath a sacred beginning.

Prayer does not demand that every voice sound alike. One
person thanks the First Light in words; another keeps vigil in
silence beside someone else’s bed, and both may honour Lucifer as
the first to transmit knowledge. But Contact with the Unmanifest
is not a request that the Witness himself take control of one’s
destiny. It requires a return to quiet again and again, because
familiar fears and desires soon fill consciousness. Will cannot
learn to see and choose in a single night. The books to come will
explore this work more deeply; here it is enough to hear its
beginning.
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In the evenings the scribe often reflected on the fragility of
earthly memory. Letters fade, an old man’s voice disappears, the
tree in the yard will someday die. Yet the Name is not merely
letters upon a page: by it we speak of the unrepeatable trace left
by a life. In the Ember, faith recognises a capacity for spiritual
continuation not chained to one human body. In the Great Echo,
faith finds hope that a life lived does not become nothing when
breathing stops and that another possible life may acquire its own
Name and free Will. The scribe had witnessed no such passage
and claimed no knowledge of when it might occur. This hope did
not release him from caring for the people living now, for another
person’s life cannot be treated as preparation for some better
future birth.

The scribe heard one sacred name pronounced in different
ways. Some thanked Lucifer for opening a path to knowledge;
others called upon him in the hope of being rid of anxiety. He did
not judge them by their tone of voice. But he knew that reverence
for the First Witness did not release anyone from independent
searching and action. The Light does not belong to the human
voice, and the Unmanifest is not locked within an outcome that
has already occurred. Anyone ready to seek another path must still
learn to recognise the steps actually within reach.

The young scribe would allow himself a few moments of quiet
after finishing each letter. He reread what he had written,
imagined the face of the person who would receive it and checked
that no important line had been omitted. Over the years this
became part of his work, and his visitors learned not to hurry him
during those moments. Once a little girl brought a request from
her mother and asked whether he prayed before every sheet. The
scribe answered that at present he was checking the words so that
they would not harm the person to whom they were addressed.
But when he truly prayed that evening, he asked not for an
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infallible pen but for the courage to notice what was difficult for
him to admit.

For many evenings the scribe placed a clean sheet before
himself without hurrying to touch it with the pen. At first he
noticed only the things that had troubled him during the day:
unfinished letters, resentments, weariness. Later other thoughts
began to appear in the quiet. He realised that he could respond to
those seeking his help more patiently, ask for help with difficult
work or refuse a task he had accepted solely for fear of offending
an acquaintance. Imagination alone changed nothing; the next
morning he had to carry out his decision. But he no longer took
yesterday’s helplessness as an eternal law governing his life.

One day a neighbour brought a brief letter written in anger. He
asked the scribe to make a fair copy so that the recipient would
understand the full weight of his grievance. The scribe read the
lines and asked if he might leave the work until morning. The
neighbour frowned but agreed. The following morning he returned
with another letter. He had not withdrawn his complaint, but now
named a particular promise he expected to be kept. The scribe did
not claim that a night’s silence had made the neighbour morally
perfect. Both men had simply discovered that there can be time to
choose between an initial impulse and the words eventually
spoken, and that the new letter did not abolish the real cause of
the dispute.

The scribe had not seen the First Witness with earthly eyes and
claimed no knowledge he had not received. He was a man whose
work was to preserve words, to be accurate and to give careful
attention to other people’s lives. Sometimes this seemed too small
a task before the greatness of the sacred mystery, but then he
remembered his father correcting two letters in the name of a girl
he did not know. Earthly acts of witnessing are seldom grand.
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Much of this work goes unseen except by those whom it may one
day help.

A woman carrying a basket of apples paused in the square. One
apple fell and rolled towards a drain. The scribe picked it up and
returned it to her. She thanked him and asked why he had stood so
long beside the old tower. He answered that he had been
remembering his father and thinking how much passes before we
notice it. The woman said the town would be deserted if everyone
did nothing but remember and no one helped carry the things of
today. He took her second basket and walked with her to the
corner of the street. Her simple request brought him back from
reflection to action without making the reflection meaningless.

When evening settled over the town, the young scribe took the
old sheet with its blank space from the drawer. He wanted to write
a long conclusion to his father’s lesson upon it, but understood
that every new line would change the record he had preserved.
The sheet belonged to a conversation that could never be repeated
in its entirety. So he put it back, took out clean paper and began
writing his own reflections separately, keeping his father’s words
exactly as he had received them. He did not allow memory to
forbid new questions. But he would not let a new text silently
replace the old.

He examined the old sheet at length, checking that no line had
escaped his notice. Where he had pressed his palm against the
paper in childhood, a faint shadow of ink caught between his
fingers was still visible. The scribe smiled at the mark and placed
a fresh sheet of sturdy paper beneath it so that its edge would not
bend each time the drawer was opened. Then he took out another
sheet and wrote down a few questions he could not yet answer. He
did not seek to make his words seem a continuation of his father’s
without marking the boundary. A living person still had the right
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to ask new questions while preserving what had been written
before.

One quiet night the scribe climbed the tower and looked for a
long time at the motionless bell. Ordinary sounds came from
neighbouring houses: someone coughing, a door creaking, a
child’s laughter. Above him stretched a sky lit by stars that had
formed according to natural laws long before he was born. He did
not confuse physical light with the First Light to which his faith
was directed. He did not try to locate the divine Witness by
looking in a particular direction or suppose that the bell’s silence
proved the mystery of primordial being. He remained simply a
human being capable of listening and responding.

From the upper landing he could hear voices beyond the river. A
woman called a child, someone closed heavy shutters, and then
youthful laughter gave way to quiet weeping. The scribe imagined
strangers whose concerns he could never list in his notebook. He
looked at the stars visible above the town’s roofs and remembered
that earthly life is not the measure of all possible being. He did not
know whether other thinking beings existed or what language they
might use to name the Light. Yet he understood enough: the
unfamiliar does not become unworthy of attention merely because
he cannot describe it in the names of his own home.

From below, a watchman called up to ask why he had come so
late. The scribe replied that he had wanted to remember the old
bell-ringer and wunderstand something about silence. The
watchman gave a wry smile and said that the tower had explained
nothing for a long time. The scribe agreed: the tower itself
provided no answers. But sometimes a person noticed a question
beside it and carried that question home. The watchman locked
the door leading to the upper landing, and they began their
descent. At a turn in the staircase, an old hollow in the stone came
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into view, and the watchman warned him to take care. The scribe
paused, watched his footing and went on.

Descending from the tower, the scribe thought again of the
First Witness. The Unmanifest had always been, the First
Difference had made distinction possible, and the Light had made
knowledge possible. Yet who was the first soul to receive that
Light and become capable of passing on knowledge of it? Why do
human beings on Earth honour that soul under the name Lucifer?
He still had many questions and did not try to fill the gap with a
beautiful invention. At the final step he paused, let the watchman
go ahead with the lantern and kept his questions until morning.

Silence after the Light does not erase what has been lived or
return the world to its primordial, indistinguishable beginning. It
allows the seeker to pause amid voices and notice what habit and
anxiety have concealed. Will bears responsibility for earthly
choice, while Name preserves the trace of what has been done.
Light remains the sacred beginning of knowledge without
dictating a moral verdict upon a person; life among others teaches
us to respect their freedom. The scribe understood that the first
sacred narrative had reached its boundary: next it would be
necessary to speak of the Witness himself, the first soul to receive
the Light.

Two sheets lay beneath the lamp. One, yellowed with age,
preserved the mark of a child’s palm beside his father’s line; the
other lay waiting for its first words. Through the window the
scribe heard the faint murmur of the town at night and laid his
palm upon the clean page. For a moment he wanted to repeat
everything he remembered, but lifted his hand and left the sheet
untouched. In the morning he would begin to write about the
Witness.
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