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Publisher Preface

This volume is presented with deliberate restraint. Rather than smoothing its rough edges, softening its more severe declarations, or reshaping its language to fit a more polished expectation, we have chosen to leave A Thousandfold Despair substantially as it was written. That decision was not made out of neglect, but out of respect for context.

Books such as this one do not merely argue ideas; they preserve a state of mind. Within these pages, Asher Yū wrestles openly with despair, isolation, suffering, metaphysical longing, and the burden of consciousness itself. The work moves through aphorism, reflection, provocation, and philosophical meditation, often with an intensity that is intentionally unguarded. To revise that intensity too heavily would be to risk obscuring the very thing that gives the manuscript its value as a window into the author’s inner world.

Readers should therefore understand this edition not as a perfected or domesticated philosophical text, but as an important contextual document. Its contradictions, repetitions, emotional extremity, and unevenness are part of its meaning. They reveal not only what the author thought, but how he was thinking, what questions consumed him, and what emotional and intellectual conditions shaped the work at the time of its writing.

This does not mean every statement herein is presented as settled wisdom, institutional position, or publisher endorsement. It means only that the text has been preserved in a form close to its original expression so that the reader may encounter the author more directly. In some works, polish clarifies. In others, too much polish conceals. Here, preservation serves understanding better than refinement.

A Thousandfold Despair is best approached as both a literary and philosophical artifact: a record of struggle, a testament of temperament, and a portrait of an author attempting to think through pain without disguising it. To read it responsibly is not merely to agree or disagree, but to witness the shape of a mind in conflict with itself and the world around it.

For that reason, this book has been left as is.

It remains here as context.
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Little time have men listened to the silent language of the heart through which guides to the language of the universe around him. Are his thoughts only filled with endless desires, about others, about improving himself to meet others' demands? Should he just isolate himself and realize one thing here and now that alone he is complete and all he has to do is to look at himself with depth, for every matter arises from him and ends with him alone? Men are always disturbed by external things, and so he has little time to really feel how intense a moment of despair feels like, and that moment of despair discloses him much more about himself than any other would tell him who he is. In these days of mindless living submitted merely to the will to live through which mere living is a gasp for air of experiences, of trivialities, of futility and vanity, we are already too aware of the fact that life is short, and nothing is absolute beyond death, that we must live to enjoy but nothing more. For that reason, we know the life of a human dictates in the work of reason, of rationality and therefore once we are being left out from the trail of reason, our lives will therefore become indefinite and unimaginable—as powerless and worthless. However, apart from the need for certainty, for the supreme degree of reason and knowledge, we should know our heart works in its own rhythm with purifying wisdom together with our mind processing through and interpreting. Consequentially, a human-made decision is always involved both with thoughts and emotions, of life as memories, of worries and desires for the future, and of oblivion of the past, and lastly of uncertainty in the present. How should he choose to live in a way he would not regret in the last one moment of death? The cure should lie in despair, the negation of hopes, consequently the negation of desires, for what are hopes but the twilights of desires? In wanting to hope, we already submit to the far-fetched end of nothing but desires and wants, and the more we comply, the more we are subjected to regrets and disappointments. Even though we cannot never stay in despair all the time, nobody can! — to understand, fathom and integrate despair, finding a way out, a salvation from despair, in oneself, from all we possess internally and inseparably, is how there can be a complete and cyclical transformation into liberation and freedom, from fear, from pain, from uncertainty, from everything and also nothing. What am I if I have overcome and understood despair myself? I have personally gone through hell. I was only an innocent person, I wished to do good, contribute to humanity, to the material and immaterial world and progress, in short, to build a paradise of eventually nothing but agony and despair. In the end, are they not all illusions as they are only my own ideas subject to one and foreign to none? What I want does not coincide with what others want, or do they have wants, true wants? Now I am the “universe” and my despair is my total and complete self-destructing explosion which shall begin a new universe, a purified and indestructible one, as I am; for if I created heaven, earth and hell, I had created it all within myself.

I shall be told my thoughts are in vain because despair is completely unfruitful but simply do we not have to go through our own abyss to overcome the abyss, or at least a chance to overcome? No one would believe in despair, however I ask if it is not beyond all senses we feel, that within senses, what is truly the height of experience but only despair? We may think instantly about ecstasy in opposition to despair; ecstasy is what we likely desire most in this world but after learning and knowing the incomplete nature of happiness and pleasure, I disregard the possibility of ecstasy a height of experience as it destroys and tarnishes us consequently to the surge of happiness rather than produces anything fruitful except the cold shiver of complete despair. That said, only hardship makes this life truly worth living for the perpetual struggle — what is vain and indefinite and, therefore as I experience and think about despair, I only want to define and find solutions for despair, by embracing and enduring it, with an unwavering courage, knowing that I cannot be free from despair however only living in despair and finding something fruitful, an outcome — an overcoming over a loss of all hopes, nullification of

desires and of myself.

Despair is a tremendous phenomenon in this world.

My work of A Thousandfold Despair is a writing of philosophy work that addresses these issues: despair, life, death, existence of God, nothing, everything, time, pessimism, nihilism, agnosticism, humanity, love, suffering, suicide, friendship, the state of the general world and modern world, freedom and self-romance.

This work consists of aphorisms and essays of A Thousandfold Despair.

Important notice: this book is self-published by the individual self-press by Asher Yū. All rights reserved to the press. [image: ]
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1.


—Nihilism is the proof that society, resenting itself, is a great failure—that by the majority of its megalomaniac population as men’s blind desires for mirroring suffering. Nihilism has become a philosophical religion of sadistic destruction.


2.


—Before birth, one was "nothingness", and thus the closer to nothingness, the closer to happiness; as the younger one is, the happier one can be, since youth is the more of "nothing" which one was.


3.


—There never exists the ultimate truth, but only the ultimate ideal; and in the ultimate ideal's reality, every conceptions become absolute truths. Ultimate truth, hence, is a state of being and not an eventual reach. Nevertheless, he who ought to remain true to himself shall see the last will and destination.

[image: ][image: ]


4.


—Relativity of knowledge: I know I only know nothing but myself.


5.


—The fact is that darkness itself never kills you but light can itself kill you: too much light creates heat, too much heat creates fire, and too much fire creates magma. The more light beyond the excess your body can tolerate, the faster and more painful you will die from the excessive exposure to light; while darkness itself never kills you, since—in darkness, you are only unable to see clearly and trace a correct direction, and when you try to move but unfortunately fall off a cliff, you killed yourself. Too much darkness is as equal as the same amount of darkness. Inside darkness and too far away from the lighthouse, you will lose sight of the starting point. Lastly, it's the fact darkness itself never kills you but light itself does; and when darkness combined with light, you see your shadow. We are creatures of light.


6.


—I like only the superstitious scientists, not specifically those who insist their faith on a creator, but because superstition means unknown, irrational, impossible, or even unfathomable; and the true task of science has always been to find out, understand and rationalize that unknown, irrational, and impossible. The irrational

scientist has the audacity to think and act differently, and live differently from one herd of the stubbornly reasoning scientists, for whom I have only respect.


7.


—There are no effective truths, but only truths that shall become prevalent facts in different epochs in the function of power.

8.

—Philosophy is a universal science.

9.

—Alone, Eros is invincible, eternal and infinite; —The one who truly loves realizes love doesn't die, even in the spite of death, or merely as any separation.


10.


—A blind one walks in the dark better than the normal one, as also with the case of a person seen too much wishing to see no more.

Disability, then, is a self-loathing gift.


11.


—That only despair, for a moment, lets you know your true worth.


12.


—If you are passive, you will be subject to fate. If you are active, you will be subject to choice. And then, what is truly good in comparison to the other to undo or do between inaction and action? Isn't choosing one also there is both?


13.


—In fate, there was choice, and also in choice, there has been fate.


14.


—The permit of armed weapons is by all means but self-defense, nevertheless how can someone possess a firearm yet never given into actual usage while for the others, a tool for revenge and mass murder? The cause should likely lie in the never-ending affairs with mankind since nothing has a stable and humane order out there.

Overcome by desires and hatred, trying to draw desperately attention for an irreversible action of killing, it is the failure of the common men to retain hate from inside and endure himself, otherwise, when a man becomes swollen and resentful with a magnified sense of irrational superciliousness, he becomes none other than a barbarian, an instinctual man animal. This state of barbaric disorder at the possession of firearms will never end if men do not learn how not only harmless but also dangerous they are at the same time with the determinative manipulation of the psyche

but instead, he ought to know himself and endure the world at the same time with himself. World is idea and the will is blinded if it is not traced at and hindered. Love can be blind and hatred, too; anything that is blind has a reconcilable source rather than a misdirected motive of actions.


15.


—A belief is a knowledge suspended: he, who in the search for knowledge, digs a deepening hole, while mainly looking for the precious stones and germs hidden under, that the deeper he digs, the more of the precious he will find. Howsoever, for that if he believes, or maybe persists solely in knowing, then in this process, he never raises his head up to look at the sky and surface which is apparently wider and more liberal than the digging ground he has always been looking at. Gradually, as he digs deeper to the point he gets too stuck in his own hole, remaining in his persistent refusal that the underground is wider and freer in the comparison that the many precious stones and gems under is much more than the unfulfilled space on the surface and beyond the sky. Until at the end long last, he has in truth achieved solely one thing for himself: a knowledgeable suicide!


16.


—Be careful lest when you speak whether or not you project your own ideas onto others—eventually, projection only results in betrayal, revolt and division from the projected; because the projector has either directly or indirectly assailed at the heart and core of the projected—that is of all human beings and any other conscious being, lies naturally the default basic need for freedom. During this process, both the projected and the projector will attempt, at all cost, to set each one another on fire—from a raging, and confrontationally violent and spreading internal wildfire— which, often at last, results in both being burnt.


17.


—"In loneliness, the lonely one eats himself; in a crowd, the many eat him.", says Nietzsche. In short, objectively, isolation is the state of distrusting; and loneliness is the condition of being distrusted — the isolated one consumes himself in isolation; meanwhile, the lonely one is consumed by the crowd due to his own loneliness.

18.

—"Let alone know me!"


19.


—Three reasons of my agnosticism (the side of claiming no faith in God):

"I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life." —Jesus Christ, Christian God the Son.

The first reason: you are the Way, but I prefer my own way. The second reason: you are the Truth. Truth means knowledge,

knowledge means science; —but I prefer untruth and unknowing— the innocent and unconscious joy of the naiveté—that piece of my childhood that was paradise; so let alone my childhood be, "eternal return".

Third reason: you are the Life; —but I prefer my own life, or that which could rather have been for the better: lifelessness, non- existence. I prefer its overwhelming darkness. Your Life is full of light, while my body can only tolerate a certain amount of light, for beyond that, it's a destructive overheating of light—so I will just walk alone in my own life in my own darkness.

Self-reflection: In addition to that statement, Jesus told the listeners that, "no one can come to the Father without coming through me." Here I interpret as Jesus wanted to encourage listeners to truly understand one another's deepest depth of psyche, or the psyche of The Son of Man himself, in order to gain access to the soul of its transcendence, and thus what he truly meant was for others to truly understand his words and Jesus himself, that we can supposedly ignore the overly strict and complicated religious practices, and

commands at that time, also as of now, which has proved no true effects to date in order to realize the will to divinity which is common among the inherently religious, so that they could truly fathom and embody his shadow (Jesus Christ, God the Son's shadow), in order to exceed onto the ultimate state of divine transcendence which he ascribed as a "who" identity here as the Father; —Every son has to become a father in order to understand the father himself.
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20.


—My despair is the surrendered absence of hopes. My despair is life's bitterness unable to taste no more. My despair is the renunciation of all my ambitions and dreams that once came with the warmest tears ending in the coldest; hope for nothing and despair of everything — little did I know that even the passing through of time can transform my total despair into small hopes, unconscious and slightly luminous, as can darkness itself glow in the absence of light given time...


21.


—Under the very pit of a totally desolate darkness filled with agony and despair, he had been entirely abandoned, finding no escape nor willing to. The excruciation of his sorrow and affliction surpassed everything, finally succumbing his own being to the ground; that eventually he decided to put himself to a deep sleep permanently—with the excuse that ending his own life was an act of courage and rebellion against a cruel world of people totally unaware of the tragic suffering one could ever endure. In the total isolation of loneliness and helplessness, he solely walked alone between the thin line of life and death, accompanied by memories and pains of innocent joys which used to be—of his own nothingness and the nothingness of the world—of accumulated miseries, hopeless faces, and haunting visions of his helpless

future—of superficial dreams and ridiculous ambitions to be purified themselves in the ultimate renunciation through suicide for an escape meant nothing—and of the complete desperation of love as the never-happened miracle to pull him out from the darkness of an unfathomable depth of a thousandfold despair through a single ray; while listening to a serene and sorrowful song whispering quietly, the last one, reflecting the bitter memories all at once, which, as if, would be played in his own funeral attended by nobody. Tears falling down,... just one sip... this is it: The end!


22.


—I call the sufferers the poor great men. Why is that? Aren't they the only reason that great men were born to solve their suffering in this world? Then, they must be the poor great men of great men.


23.


—The long nights: there are many nights where I ask myself about the meaning of existence and why I am here after all. I know I can't never find the correct answers. Maybe all purpose to it is for me to sit quietly on a seashore looking at the sky shining gentle and warm sunlit while breathing fresh air. My life is probably no different from that of a seagull. I wake up everyday, eat and sleep, and again—the cycle repeats. I'll die like a seagull will die too. My life is like that of a seagull, living and dying everyday. Now it's dawn. Some birds are

preparing for their morning meals and the sky is starting to appear colorous. Will today be the last of it?


24.


—Darkness doesn't move that light creeps in.


25.


—Man has come to the slightest conception of time by his horrible angst of death; and space, by his realization of natural existence's imprisonment. At last, spacetime was known to him through the observation of death and life of beings.


26.


—You believe in everything because you haven't known "nothing".


27.


—"Each of us is born with a share of purity, predestined to be corrupted by our commerce with mankind, by that sin against solitude." —Emil Cioran. If evil had to be eliminated completely by the overwhelming and dominant suppression of complete goodness, and thus Christianity had to invent all types of sin at all— there is only one original sin this world emanating from the single source: that is the sin against solitude. Man wakes up in nature finding himself next to his fellow beings to whom ultimately any

thought springing within him will always arise a sense of evil within him in the mixture with everything he can feel internally towards the external, as the result of grouping with his fellow beings. On the contrary, when a man would exist alone in total isolation and desolation, he would never commit—nor be able to—any kind of conceived evil, but rather, all his behaviors and actions can only direct and involve the means for his self-survival in the environment in which he lives. To history, self-survival is not necessarily considered as evil, for it is the means of self-defense. Society is the source of all evil; and man, either instinctively or consciously, by being a slave to his pleasures, becomes evil's practitioners.


28.


— Thinking and reading are different: the one who truly thinks for

oneself will instinctively find books to which one can have references that books only serve the purpose of one’s own original thinking; on the other hand, those who merely read before thinking anything at all, or rather, read in order not to think for the sole pleasure of entertainment, not only making the rare number of encounter on worthy books but also disabling the audacity to think for anything different, eventually become dependent learners and thinkers, for whom they still have a wall of shadows to
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