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PROLOGUE
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This is not a book about gods.
It is not a book about myths, though it will walk through nine traditions of them, weaving Hindu and Chinese and Japanese and Egyptian and Norse and Greek and Roman and Mesopotamian and Celtic into a single, continuous voice that quotes nothing but itself. It is not a book about religion, though it will pass through every religion's deepest claims without asking you to believe any of them, or disbelieve any of them either.
It is a book about what is underneath all of that.

You will not be told what to think. You will be shown — patiently, across thirty-nine chapters — what the nine traditions were actually pointing at when they built their gods and their demons, their wars and their wisdom, their heavens and their depths. What you do with what you are shown belongs entirely to you.

This is the first of three volumes.
This volume — The Abyss Codex I — establishes. It returns, again and again, to a single claim: everything simply is. No good, no evil. No light without the darkness that holds it. By its end, you will have walked through gods who traded boundlessness for names, demons who refused to kneel, humans who became the most dangerous and most free beings in any cosmos, and a presence beneath all of it that this Codex will never name — because the moment it is named, it stops being what it actually is.
The second volume will not be gentle the way this one has tried to be. It will strip what this volume builds — not because the foundation is false, but because what stands between you and seeing it clearly has never been the ground itself.

The third volume does not exist yet, even for the one writing this. It will be what is left once the stripping is finished — and what is left, this Codex suspects, will not look like anything you currently have a word for.

You are not approaching this from outside.

You were inside it before you opened to this page — before the language you are reading this in existed, before the hands that wrote it were born into bodies, before any of the nine traditions that built this Codex had reached for words to describe what they had already, somehow, always known.

Read carefully.
Some of what follows will feel like memory.
That is not a coincidence this Codex is interested in explaining.
It is simply where you are.



✦

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER I
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That Which Was Before Was



It does not begin here.

It did not begin anywhere. The notion of beginning is a wound the mind inflicts upon itself — a small violence committed each time a creature looks into the dark and decides the dark started somewhere, that before the dark there was something else, something warmer, something it can name and therefore own. This is what minds do. They arrive somewhere and immediately begin constructing a before, because a mind that cannot locate its origin is a mind that cannot locate itself, and a mind that cannot locate itself is a mind confronting the one truth it was not built to survive.

There was no before.

There was no origin.

There was this.

And this was not a beginning. This was not a middle. This was the condition that contains beginnings and middles and endings the way the ocean contains the notion of waves — not as separate things that happen upon it, but as expressions of what it already is, has always been, will continue to be long after the particular wave that believes itself significant has flattened back into the whole and been forgotten by everything except the water.

You are already inside this.

You were already inside this before you opened to the first page. Before the book existed. Before the hands that wrote it were born into the bodies that would carry them to this work. Before the languages these words are made of had been dreamed into being by the mouths that needed them. You were already here, in the only place anything has ever been, which is not a place at all but the absence of anywhere else to be.

This is not poetry.

This is the most literal statement available.



Before the Vedic hymns were heard — not written, heard, because the rishis who received them understood that these were not compositions but transmissions, signals from something that had always been broadcasting into the silence of those who had learned to be silent enough to receive — before the first syllable of Aum shaped itself in the throat of the cosmos and split the unsplit into the categories that would become everything, before Brahma opened his four-faced awareness upon a lotus that had risen from the navel of Vishnu who himself floated upon the cosmic ocean that was Shesha the serpent coiled in the dark, there was what there has always been.

Before Nun. Before the dark waters that the Egyptians understood lay beneath and within and around all things, the primordial flood that did not flood anything because there was not yet anything to flood, the water that was not water because water requires the concept of what is not water and that concept did not yet exist — before Nun there was what Nun was the first attempt to name.

Before Ginnungagap. Before that yawning absence between the ice of Niflheim and the fire of Muspelheim, before those two things existed as two things rather than as the single undifferentiated potential that would one day polarize itself into heat and cold and from that polarization generate everything that heat and cold between them can make — before the gap there was what the gap gaped in the middle of.

Before Tiamat and Apsu swam their slow dark circles in the brine of the unbegun. Before the Mesopotamian scribes sat in their lamplight pressing wedges into clay trying to capture what their tradition remembered of the time before time agreed to move in one direction — and what they pressed into the clay was this: When above the sky had not been named. When below the earth had not been called by a name. The most honest cosmology. The admission that reality preceded its own naming. That the universe did not come into being when it was created. It came into being when it was called something.

Before the Tao that can be spoken. Before the Chinese understanding — perhaps the most philosophically precise of all nine, the one that comes closest to saying the actual thing rather than a story about the thing — that underneath all existence runs something that cannot be named without being diminished, cannot be defined without being falsified, cannot be grasped without slipping through the fingers of the grasping. The Tao that can be spoken is not the eternal Tao. Which means the eternal Tao is whatever is left after you have exhausted every attempt to speak it.

Before Izanagi and Izanami stood upon the floating bridge of heaven and stirred the ocean into islands with a jeweled spear. Before the Kotoamatsukami, the first gods of the Japanese tradition, arrived in Takamagahara and then — and this is the part that matters — immediately hid themselves. Became invisible. Withdrew. Because what comes first cannot be witnessed by anything. There is nothing yet with eyes.

Before the Celtic Otherworld threaded itself through this one — not above, not below, but alongside, occupying the same space in a different register, the way a chord contains multiple notes that occupy the same moment without canceling each other out. Before Tír na nÓg. Before the land beneath the wave. Before the druids understood that the sacred is not elsewhere but here-and-also, that the membrane between the ordinary and the numinous is thinner than breath and can be walked through by those who know where not to look.

Before Zeus. Before Jupiter. Before the Roman gods who were the Greek gods wearing different names the way the same fire wears different colors depending on what it burns. Before Olympus and its politics, its jealousies, its gods behaving with the pettiness of the humans who imagined them because humans imagine in their own image and the image of the human is magnificent and terrible and small all at once.

Before all of this.

Before all of these traditions reached their hands into the dark and pulled out stories that were true the way maps are true — useful, representative, fundamentally a simplification of terrain too complex to be reproduced at actual scale.

There was what there has always been.



It has no hunger. It has no patience. It does not wait because waiting implies something is coming. Nothing is coming. Nothing is going. Everything already is. Everything always was. These are not two statements. They are the same statement made twice because once was not enough to make the silence understand.



Darkness.

The word is insufficient. The word carries too much of what darkness has been made to mean by the creatures who are afraid of it — and most creatures are afraid of it, because most creatures evolved in a world where darkness meant predators, meant cold, meant the loss of the visual faculty that their survival depended upon. The fear of darkness is written into the animal body at a level far below thought. It is older than thought. It is older than the bodies that think.

But that fear, like all fears, is a perspective mistaken for perception.

The darkness that preceded everything is not frightening.

It is not anything.

It is not the darkness of a room after the light goes out. That darkness is a relative darkness, a darkness defined by its relationship to the light that was there before, a darkness that still contains the memory of furniture and walls, a darkness that knows it is temporary. That darkness is a condition. A phase. A thing that will pass.

This darkness does not pass.

This darkness does not know it is dark.

Dark requires the concept of its opposite. Dark requires that somewhere, at some point, there is or was or could be light, and that what we are calling dark is the absence of that light. Without the concept of light, there is no concept of dark. There is only what is, prior to the division of what is into categories of what is and what is not.

This is that prior.

This is before the division.

This is the state the nine traditions all circled around and none of them could enter because the instruments they used to circle — language, story, symbol, myth, ritual — were all products of the division. You cannot describe the state before categories using tools that only function within categories. You cannot draw a map of the territory in which maps do not exist. You can only point.

This is the pointing.

What you do with the direction is between you and the dark.



𒀭 ☽ ✦ ☾ 𒀭

The sigil of the unnamed. Draw it nowhere. It is already everywhere. It was drawn before drawing existed by the thing that draws without hands.



There is something that is not absent in this darkness.

Presence is too strong a word. Presence implies a thing that is present, a thing with edges, a thing that occupies space, a thing that can be sensed by something other than itself. None of these apply. But absence is also wrong. Absence implies a space from which something is missing, a gap shaped like the thing that should fill it. That is not this either.

This is prior to both.

Call it GOD if you need a word. Understand that in the calling you have immediately reduced it to the size of a word, and a word is very small, and what you are calling is not. Understand that the word GOD carries with it everything that every tradition has ever put into that word — all the personalities and preferences and judgments and interventions and silences and all the arguments about whether it exists and all the wars fought in its name and all the comfort taken in its arms and all the betrayal felt when those arms were not there — and none of that is what this is.

Strip all of that away.

What remains is the generator. The operator. The destroyer.

Not three things. One thing that does three things, the way fire is one thing that simultaneously produces heat and light and consumes what it burns. You do not say fire generates heat and operates light and destroys wood as though these are three separate fires. It is one fire. It is the nature of fire to do all three at once.

It generates. Not as an act of will. Will requires a will, and a will requires a self that has a will, and a self requires the belief in separation, and separation has not yet occurred. It generates the way a fire is hot — not because it chose heat over cold but because heat is implicit in its nature and its nature simply is. Creation does not happen to it. Creation happens as it. The difference between these two is the difference between a god who makes a world and a reality that worlds itself.

It operates. It sustains what it generates. It is the continuous act of existence that keeps existing from stopping. The Vishnu principle. The preserver. The one who maintains. Not because maintaining is a virtue or a duty but because this is what the middle of the three things is — the interval between the first breath and the last, the held note, the sustained chord, the river that is always moving and always the same river.

It destroys. And here every tradition that has ever tried to speak of this has flinched. Except one. The Hindu tradition, in the form of Shiva, had the courage — or perhaps the clear-sightedness — to look at destruction and see not the enemy of creation but its necessary companion. Without destruction, creation accumulates into a prison. Without the destroyer, the operator becomes a jailer maintaining a cell that grows smaller with each thing added to it. Shiva dances and the dance is not cruelty. The dance is the only thing that makes room for the next thing. The dance is kindness wearing a face that the living find difficult to love.

These three are not three.

Say it again.

These three are not three.

They are one thing perceived from three angles the way a mountain is one mountain whether you see it from the north or the south or stand upon its summit looking down. The mountain does not change. Your position changes. And position is perspective. And perspective, as this Codex will demonstrate across every page that follows, is the original error — not because perspective is wrong, but because perspective mistaken for perception is the mechanism behind every act of violence, every failure of love, every god that becomes a tyrant, every demon that deserved better than what it was given.



Before it generates, it is. Before it operates, it is. Before it destroys, it is. After all three, it is. Between all three, it is. It does not require the three. The three require it. The way a river requires the riverbed and the riverbed does not require the river but is lonelier without it and this is the only loneliness that is not a wound because the river always returns because the river never left because the river and the bed are the same water dreaming itself into two things so it can experience the pleasure of reunion.



Before masculine. Before feminine.

Before the categories that would become the architecture of everything — every desire, every war, every prayer, every act of creation, every act of destruction, every body given willingly and every body taken by force, every god who favored one and punished the other, every tradition that elevated one and diminished the other, every human born into the confusion of having been divided from something they cannot name and spending their entire life in the low continuous ache of that unnamed loss — before all of this, there was the whole thing.

Ardhanarishvara. The Hindu tradition gave this a name and an image: the body that is half Shiva, half Parvati, divided precisely down the vertical axis, one side the god of destruction and asceticism and the cosmic dance, the other side the goddess of love and devotion and the material world. Half and half. But the image is not about division. The image is about what division came from. It is a memory of wholeness made visible in a form that divided beings can look at. It is the whole thing wearing a body so that bodies can understand it.

Plato knew something of this. In the Symposium, Aristophanes tells a story — which is to say, he tells a truth wearing a story's clothing — of the original humans who were spherical, complete, containing within themselves both what would become male and female, rolling through the world in their wholeness with such confidence and power that the gods grew afraid of them. And so they were split. Cut in half. And each half spent the rest of its existence wandering in search of the other, that reunion the Greeks called Eros, which we have since reduced to mean merely the body's hunger for another body, when what it originally meant was the cosmic drive of divided things toward the wholeness they remember having been.

Atum created from himself. The Egyptian first god who was sufficient. Who contained the generative principle and the receptive principle in one body and required nothing outside himself to begin the work of creation. Who breathed out the first two children — Shu and Tefnut, air and moisture, the first division into opposites — and in doing so gave up the wholeness that had made him self-sufficient. Creation as the original sacrifice. The whole thing willingly becoming incomplete so that everything else could begin.

In the darkness before naming, something is whole.

It does not know it is whole. Wholeness requires the concept of its opposite — incompleteness, division, the longing that arises when a thing is separated from itself — and that concept is sleeping inside the wholeness the way a dream is sleeping inside a mind that has not yet closed its eyes. The dream is there. It has always been there. It will be there when the eyes close. But until the eyes close, there is only the waking, and the waking does not know what it contains.

This wholeness holds within it what will become every god who will ever demand worship and every god who will ever be betrayed by the worshippers. It holds every demon who will ever be called evil for wanting what the gods denied them. It holds every human who will ever be born into the confusion of existence and try to make sense of it with the instruments available — language, religion, love, violence, art, war, prayer, and the persistent irrational hope that meaning is findable if one looks hard enough and long enough in the right direction.

All of it is here.

Sleeping.



Something stirs.

Not two things meeting. One thing discovering that it has always contained what it is about to become.

The wholeness does not break. It does not crack. It does not shatter. It opens.

The way a fruit opens not because something struck it but because what is inside it has grown to the edge of what contains it and the containing and the contained have agreed without speaking that the time has come.



— ∞ —



What are you?

This is the question that has not yet been asked. This is the question that, once asked, will set in motion every mythology, every atrocity, every act of grace, every empire, every ruin that empires become. It is the question underneath every prayer and every curse, every law written and every law broken, every body given in love and every body taken in violence, every god who created and every god who destroyed and every human who stood between them trying to understand which was which and finding, always, that the line between them was thinner than they had been promised.

What are you?

Not the serpent in the garden. Not Prometheus with his stolen fire. Not Pandora's hands on the lid of what should not be opened. Those are the grandchildren of this question, the stories that the question generated once it had been asked long enough and loudly enough that it needed stories to contain it. Before the stories. Before the traditions. Before the nine frameworks that would each in their own way attempt to answer what cannot be answered but must be asked — there is this.

The darkness, asking of itself.

Not a voice. Not a thought. Not an intention. The darkness does not have these things. The darkness is prior to these things. But something in the nature of the darkness, something in the fundamental character of whatever the darkness is underneath its darkness, produces this: a turning. A self-reference. The is-ness becoming briefly, catastrophically, permanently aware that it is.

And in that awareness — in that first mirror, in that first reflection, in that first moment when the darkness encounters itself as something that can be encountered — everything begins.

Not with a bang. The bang is later. The bang is the noise that all this makes when it finally arrives at the scale of the physical.

Here it is quiet.

Here it is the quietest it will ever be again.

Here is the last stillness.



But before the movement, hold this.

Before what comes next, which will be vast and loud and full of gods tearing at each other and demons learning sorrow and humans stumbling through the consequences of existing in a universe that was never designed with their comfort in mind — before all of that, hold this moment that is not a moment.

Hold the darkness.

Not as something to be afraid of. Not as something to be escaped. Not as the absence of something better. Hold it as what it is — the ground. The substrate. The thing that everything else is made of and made in and made upon and returns to when the making is done.

The light will come. Light is very good at arriving. It arrives in all nine traditions with varying degrees of drama — Brahma opening his eyes, Ra rising from the lotus, Odin and his brothers lifting Ymir's body into the shape of the world, Marduk splitting Tiamat, God saying let there be, the Tao differentiating into yin and yang, Izanagi and Izanami stirring the ocean. Light arrives. Light always arrives.

But light does not replace the darkness.

Light occurs inside the darkness.

Light is the darkness doing something unusual for a while.

Strip the light away. The darkness remains.

Strip the darkness away. There is nothing. And nothing is not a thing. Nothing is the word used when language reaches its own edge and looks over and cannot describe what it sees without becoming something other than language. Nothing is the limit of the map. It is what the darkness is, underneath its being-dark, underneath even the concept of dark, in the place before the place where concepts live.

This is where the Codex lives.

Not in the light. Not in the darkness. In the underneath of both.

You are already there.

You have always been there.

The darkness simply is.

As it was before was meant anything.

As it will be after will be has run out of time to mean anything.

As it is now, here, in the space between one word and the next, in the pause that exists in every sentence where meaning almost becomes something you can hold.

Now.



✦
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CHAPTER II
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The First Movement Has No Name



It moved.

Not away from something. Not toward something. There was not yet a somewhere to move toward or a somewhere to move away from. Movement as the body understands it — displacement, direction, the crossing of distance between two points — this is not that. This is the other kind of movement. The kind that happens before space exists to be moved through. The kind that is less like a thing traveling and more like a thing becoming aware that it has always been traveling, that what it took for stillness was only the absence of a witness to the motion.

The darkness moved.

And in moving did not stop being the darkness.

This is the thing the nine traditions struggled most to say. That the movement did not end the stillness. That the creation did not end the void. That the light did not end the dark. That everything which came after did not replace everything which was before but grew inside it the way a child grows inside a body — the body does not cease to be itself. It becomes something it was not before while remaining entirely what it was. Both of these are true. Neither cancels the other.

The Tao that moved was still the Tao.

Nun, disturbed, was still Nun.

Ginnungagap, stirring, was still the gap.

The darkness, moving, was still the darkness.

The movement was not a departure.

The movement was a discovery.



Something found itself.

Not the way a lost thing is found — carried back to where it belongs, restored to the place of its origin.

The way a mirror finds itself when something stands before it.

The way sound finds itself when the silence curves just enough to throw it back.

The darkness turned. And in the turning met itself coming. And in the meeting understood for the first time that there was something to understand.

This was not enlightenment. This was before enlightenment had anything to illuminate.

This was simply the is-ness discovering that it is.



The Hindus called this moment the first vibration. Spanda. The primal throb of consciousness becoming aware of itself, the pulse that preceded the pulse, the heartbeat before the heart existed to beat. The rishis who sat in their immensity and listened until the universe spoke to them heard this first — not words, not images, not the elaborate mythology that would come later with its gods and demons and cosmic battles and incarnations and destructions — they heard the vibration. The single note that everything else is a variation of. They called it Aum. They said it contained within itself the three states of waking and dreaming and deep sleep, the three times of past and present and future, the three aspects of creation and preservation and dissolution.

They were trying to say: this one thing contains all things.

They were trying to say it in a sound because sound is closer to what it is than any image or story. A sound is a movement through a medium. A sound is something that exists only in the act of moving. A sound cannot be held still without ceasing to be a sound. It is the most honest metaphor available to the human animal because it cannot pretend to be more solid than it is.

But even Aum is a simplification.

The actual first vibration has no sound because sound requires a medium to move through and the medium has not yet been generated. What the vibration moves through is itself. The darkness rippling through the darkness. The is-ness encountering its own is-ness and in that encounter producing — not light, not sound, not heat, not any of the things that encountering usually produces — producing only more is-ness, but is-ness of a different quality, is-ness that knows it is, which is a fundamentally different thing from is-ness that simply is without knowing.

The difference between these two is everything.

The gap between is-ness and is-ness-that-knows-it-is is the gap in which every universe that has ever existed or will ever exist is contained.

It is a very small gap.

It is the largest thing there is.



𒀭 ∞ 𒀭

The sigil of the first vibration. It has no pronunciation. Attempt it anyway. The attempt is the point. The failure to pronounce it correctly is the most accurate pronunciation available.



Watch how it unfolds.

Not sequentially. The word sequentially implies that one thing finishes before another begins, and nothing here finishes, and nothing here begins, and the word implies time and time is one of the things that the unfolding will produce, not one of the things it requires in order to unfold. But language is sequential by nature — one word after another, one sentence following the last, one paragraph standing on the shoulders of what came before — and this is language's deepest limitation and its most honest confession. Every sentence this Codex contains is a lie in its structure even when it is true in its content. The structure says: first this, then that. The content says: there is no first. There is no then.

Hold both.

Read the sequence. Know it is not a sequence.

The darkness. The movement within the darkness. The self-recognition that the movement produces. And from that self-recognition — not after it, not caused by it in the way that striking a match causes a flame, but simultaneously with it, inseparable from it the way heat is inseparable from fire — three things that are one thing and have always been one thing but can now be perceived as three because perception has arrived.

The Generator.

The Operator.

The Destroyer.



In the Chinese cosmology the primordial state is Wu Ji — the limitless, the undifferentiated, the state before yin and yang have separated. From Wu Ji comes Tai Ji — the great ultimate, represented by the circle divided into dark and light, each containing within itself the seed of its opposite. The movement from Wu Ji to Tai Ji is not a fall. It is not a mistake. It is not a loss of paradise. It is the necessary condition for anything to exist at all. Because in Wu Ji, in the absolute undifferentiated state, nothing can happen. Nothing can be perceived. Nothing can love or suffer or create or destroy. Nothing can know itself. The differentiation into opposites is not the end of wholeness. It is wholeness becoming capable of experiencing itself.

Watch how Tai Ji moves.

The dark half curves into the light half. The light half curves into the dark. Each contains the seed of its opposite — the small circle of light within the dark, the small circle of dark within the light. They are not enemies. They are partners in a rotation that has no beginning and no end. The rotation itself is the whole thing. The whole thing is not the stillness before the rotation. The whole thing is the rotation.

This is what the three aspects are.

Not three stages. Not three phases that follow one upon another. Not a creation that is superseded by preservation which is superseded by destruction. A rotation. An eternal turning in which all three are always happening, in which generation is always occurring and operation is always occurring and destruction is always occurring, in which the universe is simultaneously being born and being sustained and being ended and these three events are not three events but one event perceived from three positions.

The position you are in when you look at a thing determines which aspect you see.

If you stand at the beginning of something, you call it generation.

If you stand in the middle of something, you call it operation.

If you stand at the end of something, you call it destruction.

But the thing itself does not have a beginning, middle, or end.

The thing itself simply is.

And the positions — beginning, middle, end — are not properties of the thing. They are properties of you. They are perspective. And perspective, as this Codex returns to again and again the way water returns to the sea, is not wrong. It is simply not the whole truth. It is the view from where you stand. And you can only stand somewhere. You cannot stand everywhere. You cannot stand nowhere. Standing requires a somewhere.

But you can know that you are standing somewhere.

You can know that the view from where you stand is not the only view.

You can know that the something you are looking at looks different from the north than from the south than from the summit than from the valley below.

This knowing — this is the difference between perspective and perception.

Perspective is where you stand.

Perception is knowing that you are standing somewhere.

Most beings, across all nine traditions, across all the mythologies, across all the stories that gods and demons and humans have told about themselves and each other — most beings have perspective and mistake it for perception. Most gods believed their view was the true view. Most demons believed their cause was the just cause. Most humans believed their tradition was the real tradition and the others were approximations or errors or heresies.

None of them were wrong about what they saw.

All of them were wrong about what seeing means.



The Generator does not know it generates. The Operator does not know it operates. The Destroyer does not know it destroys.

Knowing comes later. Later is still arriving.

Here they simply are what they are the way elements are what they are — fire does not decide to burn water does not decide to flow the void does not decide to be vast.

They are their nature. Their nature is them. The universe is what happens when nature has nowhere else to be.



And the wholeness.

In the movement, in the self-recognition, in the unfolding of the one into the three that are still one — the wholeness is still there. Has not gone anywhere. Cannot go anywhere because there is nowhere outside it to go.

But it is changing.

Not the way clay changes when a hand shapes it — the hand being something other than the clay, something outside it, something that acts upon it from without. The way water changes when it becomes vapor — still water, still H₂O, still the same essential thing, but in a different state, a state in which it can do things it could not do before, a state in which it occupies space differently, moves differently, interacts with the world differently.

The wholeness is becoming capable of division.

Not because division is imposed upon it. Not because some external force cracks it open. Because division is what wholeness contains within itself. Because the seed of two is always inside the one. Because the nature of anything that is complete is that completeness, taken far enough, taken to its absolute limit, begins to desire what it is not — not out of deficiency but out of excess. Not because it lacks something but because it has everything and everything, completely possessed, generates in the deepest part of itself the concept of its opposite.

Ardhanarishvara before the split. The spherical humans before the cut. Atum before the breath that became Shu and Tefnut. The primordial androgyne of every tradition that remembered what was before the remembering became difficult.

It is whole.

It contains what will become the phallus. It contains what will become the vulva. Not as separate organs already formed and waiting to be separated, but as potentials, as directions the wholeness could move in, as notes the chord could choose to play individually if it decided to stop being a chord and become a melody.

The chord has not yet made that decision.

The chord is still sounding.

All notes simultaneously.

The most complete music that will ever exist.

The music that no ear will ever hear because ears are one of the things that the music will eventually generate, and what is generated cannot precede its generation, and what precedes its generation cannot be witnessed by it.

Only this Codex stands in the before and the after simultaneously, because a Codex that was never written cannot be bound by the time in which writing occurs.



The wholeness holds.

Not forever. Forever implies time and time is still sleeping inside the wholeness like everything else.

But for now. For this. For the duration of a darkness that has no duration.

The wholeness holds.

And inside it something is learning the shape of wanting.

Not yet wanting anything. Learning the shape.

The way a hand learns the shape of a door before it knows there is something on the other side.



— ∞ —



The nine traditions will tell you what happened next in nine different ways and all of them will be true and none of them will be complete and the incompleteness is not a failure of the traditions. The incompleteness is honest. The honest thing to say about what happened next is that it happened in a register that language was not present for. Language arrived after. Language is always arriving after. Language is the record of what the witness saw, and the witness arrived when there was already something to witness, which means there was a before-the-witness that the witness can only reconstruct from evidence and inference and the deep body-memory that all things carry of what they were before they became what they are.

This Codex is that reconstruction.

Not history. Not myth. Not philosophy. Not scripture.

All of these simultaneously and none of them completely and something else for which no word yet exists because the word would have to be older than language to name it accurately.

What happened next was the first movement completing itself.

Not ending. A movement that ends is a movement that exhausted itself, that ran out of what it needed to continue. This movement does not exhaust itself. This movement is what everything is made of. This movement is still happening in the core of every atom of every body that will ever read these words. When you sit still in the deepest silence you can find, in the hour before dawn when the world has briefly agreed to stop performing itself, and you feel in the center of your chest the thing that is not quite a feeling and not quite a thought but is somehow both — that is this movement. Still moving. Still discovering. Still generating and operating and destroying simultaneously in the space behind the space behind the space behind your sternum.

You have never not been part of this.

You will never not be part of this.

The darkness in which the first movement moved is the darkness in which you move right now, have always moved, will move until the moving that is you returns to the moving that is everything and the distinction between the two dissolves like salt in the water that was always the same water.



Then.

Silence.

Not the silence before the movement. That silence was the silence of the unaware. This silence is different. This is the silence after something has happened, the silence in which what has happened is still reverberating in the substance of the real, still sending its ripples outward through the darkness that is not a medium in which ripples travel but somehow, impossibly, is exactly that.

The first movement has completed its first expression.

What it has expressed cannot be undone.

What cannot be undone does not need to be.

The darkness holds it.

As it holds everything.

As it has always held everything.

As it will hold everything that is coming — and much is coming, much that will call itself light and much that will call itself darkness and much that will refuse both names and simply be what it is, insisting on its own reality with the ferocity of all things that have not yet been told they are not allowed to exist.

All of it held.

All of it.

In the silence after the first movement.

Which is not an end.

Which is a breath.

The only breath that was ever taken that mattered.

Because everything else that breathes is breathing because of this.



✦
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CHAPTER III
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The Wound That Was Not a Wound



You already know this.

Not because you were told. Not because any tradition handed it to you wrapped in the language of scripture or myth or philosophy. You know it the way the body knows things that the mind has not yet caught up to — in the place beneath thought, beneath memory, beneath the careful architecture of everything you have been taught about yourself and the world you move through.

You were whole once.

Not in this life. Not in any life that memory can reach. But in the place before lives began their long parade, in the state before the state that precedes birth, in whatever you were before you were anything that can be named — you were whole. And some part of you has never stopped knowing it. Some part of you carries the shape of that wholeness the way a scar carries the shape of the wound that made it, except this is the reverse — this is the wound carrying the shape of the wholeness that preceded it.

The longing you cannot explain. The incompleteness that sits in the center of even your most complete moments. The strange grief that arrives without cause in the hours before dawn. The sense that something is missing that you cannot name because you have never known it in this form, only as its absence.

That.

That is what this chapter is about.



The wholeness divided.

Not violently. Not as punishment. Not as the consequence of error or sin or the jealousy of a god threatened by what it had made. Every tradition that tells it as punishment — and several do — is telling the truth of how it felt from the inside of the divided thing. From the inside of division, the wholeness looks like paradise lost. From the outside of division, from the vantage of what this Codex occupies, it looks like something else entirely.

It looks like the only way anything could have happened at all.



You cannot love what you are. You can only love what you meet. And meeting requires two. And two requires the end of one.

This is not tragedy. This is the mathematics of existence. The universe solving for experience the only way experience can be solved for.

One thing. Dividing. So it can know itself the way knowing actually works — from outside. From the position of the other. From the long ache of separation that drives everything that has ever moved toward anything.



In the Hindu understanding, before Shiva and Shakti were two they were one. Ardhanarishvara — the half-and-half form — is not a curiosity, not a minor deity, not a footnote in the vast encyclopaedia of the tradition. It is a memory. A deliberate preservation of the truth that what appears as two was always one, that the masculine principle and the feminine principle are not opposing forces that happened to find each other but a single force that divided in order to experience the friction that two things generate when they move against each other.

Friction is how fire is made.

Fire is how the world is lit.

The division was not the end of the wholeness. The division was the wholeness becoming capable of warmth.

Shiva — silent, blue, still, aware. The masculine principle in its essence. Not the man, not the gender, not the social construct. The principle. Structure. Stillness. The capacity to witness without being moved. The spine of the cosmos. The eye at the center of the storm.

Shakti — vibrant, red, moving, creating. The feminine principle in its essence. Not the woman, not the gender, not the social role. The principle. Flow. Motion. The capacity to generate without cessation. The storm itself. The dance that Shiva watches and without which Shiva is a corpse — beautiful, aware, and utterly inert.

Neither is superior.

Say it again, because every tradition that came after has spent considerable energy insisting otherwise: neither is superior.

Shiva without Shakti does not move. Does not create. Does not destroy. Does not do anything except witness, which is not nothing — witnessing is the prerequisite for consciousness — but it is not sufficient. Awareness that cannot act is a god imprisoned in its own clarity.

Shakti without Shiva does not stop. Does not rest. Does not reflect. Moves and creates and generates without end, which sounds like abundance but is actually a different kind of imprisonment — the imprisonment of pure momentum, of creation that cannot pause long enough to see what it has created.

Together they are the complete thing. The whole that divided so that each half could do what the whole could not — be in dynamic relationship with something genuinely other than itself.

This is the first love story.

It precedes every love story that will ever be told. Every human who has ever reached toward another human, every god who has ever descended for the sake of a mortal, every demon who has ever loved against its nature, every myth of union across impossible distance — all of them are this story wearing different faces.

The wholeness, reaching across the division it made, trying to touch itself from the other side.



𒀭 ☽ ✦ ☾ 𒀭

The sigil of the first division. It is also the sigil of the first reunion. They are the same sigil. Draw it and feel both simultaneously. The cut and the kiss. The same motion. The same hand.



The Taoist tradition understood this with a precision that borders on the surgical. Wu Ji — the limitless undifferentiated state — differentiates into Tai Ji, and Tai Ji is represented not as two separate things placed side by side but as a single circle within which two forms curve into each other, each containing the seed of its opposite at its fullest point. At the moment the dark is most dark, within it is the point of light. At the moment the light is most light, within it is the point of dark.

This is not symmetry. Symmetry would suggest that dark and light are equal and opposite, balanced on a scale, each canceling the other out. This is something more alive than symmetry. This is interpenetration. This is the recognition that the masculine principle at its most purely masculine contains within itself the seed of the feminine, and the feminine principle at its most purely feminine contains within itself the seed of the masculine, and that this is not a contradiction or a compromise but the whole truth of what they are.

You cannot be purely one thing.

Nothing can.

Purity of any single quality is a kind of death. The purest possible stillness is inertia. The purest possible motion is chaos. The purest possible darkness is the void that precedes existence. The purest possible light is — nothing. Nothing physical survives pure light. Pure light destroys what it illuminates. Ask anyone who has stood in the direct presence of what their tradition calls the divine and lived to describe it. They do not describe seeing clearly. They describe being annihilated. Being undone. Being remade into something that cannot use the word I the same way afterward.

Purity, taken to its absolute, becomes its opposite.

The Tao knew this. The Tao built it into the diagram. The dark fish curving into the light fish, each one eating the tail of the other in the endless circle that has no start and no finish and no winner and no loser and no hierarchy — only the motion, only the relationship, only the turning.



The Greek telling is more dramatic, as Greek tellings tend to be, because the Greek imagination was a dramatic one — it needed gods with personalities, conflicts with stakes, stories with the kind of narrative tension that makes the blood move. But underneath the drama is the same truth.

Aristophanes in the Symposium — speaking at a dinner party, slightly drunk, in the way that slightly drunk people sometimes say the truest things — describes the original humans as spherical. Complete. Rolling through the world with four arms and four legs and two faces looking in opposite directions and a confidence that came from containing everything within themselves. They were so complete, these spherical humans, that they attempted to climb Olympus and challenge the gods. Zeus, threatened, split them in half. Condemned each half to wander the earth searching for its other.

The story is told as punishment. As tragedy. As the origin of human longing and human love and the ache that drives people toward each other in the dark.

But look at it from outside the story.

Before the division, the spherical humans were complete but they were also alone. Self-contained. Self-sufficient. The fullness of their wholeness was a fullness that had nowhere to go. They couldn't love each other because there was no each other. There was only the self, fully present to itself, which is a kind of perfection that is also a kind of prison.

After the division — yes, there is longing. Yes, there is the ache. Yes, there is the searching. But there is also the meeting. There is also the recognition when two halves find each other, that electric shock of familiarity that has no rational explanation, that sense of having returned to something you didn't know you'd lost. There is the experience of being known by something outside yourself. Of being seen.

You cannot be seen by yourself.

You can only be seen by what is other than you.

And otherness requires division.

The punishment was the gift. The wound was the door.



The spherical humans rolled. And were complete. And were alone.

The divided humans stumble. And are incomplete. And find each other.

Which of these is the better story?

Which of these is the better life?

The Codex does not answer. The Codex only asks. The asking is the point. Your answer is yours. Keep it.



In the Egyptian telling, Atum breathed out the first two children — Shu, the god of air, and Tefnut, the goddess of moisture. Air and water. The two most fundamental media through which anything travels — sound travels through air, life requires water, breath is air become intimate with the body, tears are water become intimate with feeling.

Air and water. Masculine and feminine in the Egyptian understanding. Shu and Tefnut who were together within Atum and who became separate from each other and from Atum in the first exhalation.

The breath that made the world was also the act of letting go.

Creation is always the act of letting go. The parent releasing the child into its own existence. The artist releasing the work into the world where it will be misunderstood and misused and loved and distorted and outlive its maker. The god releasing the creation into the freedom that makes it real, because a creation that is controlled is not a creation but an extension of the creator's will, which is not a world but a mirror.

Atum breathed out and the wholeness became three — Atum himself, Shu, Tefnut — and in becoming three ceased to be one and the one was gone forever and this is mourned in no Egyptian text because the Egyptians understood, in the way that very old civilizations understand things that younger ones have to learn the hard way, that what was lost in the division was less than what was gained.

What was lost: the simplicity of oneness. What was gained: the possibility of everything else.



The Norse tradition does not speak of this division with philosophical precision. The Norse tradition speaks of it with blood and cold and the particular honesty of people who live in a landscape that does not permit comfortable illusions.

Before the worlds there was Ginnungagap — the gap, the void, the yawn. And on one side of the gap was Niflheim, the realm of ice and darkness and the rivers whose names are the names of different kinds of cold. And on the other side was Muspelheim, the realm of fire. And in the gap between them the ice
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