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In a world consumed by confusion and the looming threat of losing its way, what if the deepest truths lie not in clarity, but in the unsettling unknown? This book—"At the Edge of Being: Dialogues on the Unspoken House"—emerges as a summons, a disquieting voice that disturbs the often-deceptive calm. More than just a collection of philosophical conversations, it's a demanding journey of thought. We invite readers to step out of their comfort zones, to explore the unspoken corners of human existence, and to confront the emptiness that separates us from our true selves. Like an explorer who dares to venture to the uncharted edges of a map, you're invited to set foot on the threshold of existence, an "Edge of Being" that reveals life's fundamental fragility.

The very title of this book is an invitation, a signpost laden with deep meaning and a disturbing obscurity. "Edge of Being" points directly to the juncture where existence can no longer be understood through ordinary means. Instead, it reveals itself in its most naked form, often as

[image: ]

[image: ]nothingness itself. Here, truth isn't something tangible to be grasped, but a revelation of what has long been hidden—a condition of life perpetually wrestling with uncertainty. Meanwhile, "The Unspoken House" is a rich metaphor. If language is the "House of Being," then "The Unspoken House" is that space within the human self where existence resides. It's often found in a terrifying silence, muﬄed by the relentless demands of modern life. This house remains unspoken, not because it's absent, but because it has been silenced, forgotten, or even corrupted by a superficial understanding of reality. This complex and profound title perfectly captures the essence of a courageous thought: to face the darkest aspects of existence, reject oversimplified explanations, and firmly hold onto unwavering deep thought.

In an age where information inundates us and the pursuit of external validation becomes an obsession, the human soul and mind are threatened by a loss of meaning. Modernity has transformed reality into a collection of manageable data, classified emotions, and reduced life to a series of useful  functions.  Herein  lies  the  fundamental

[image: ]

[image: ]problem underlying every conversation in this work: how can human beings rediscover themselves amidst the ruins of modernity that destroy every trace of authenticity? How can we once again hear the call of existence when other voices are so loud, even when that voice emerges from the shadows of existence itself?

This book, through its profound conversational format, draws inspiration not only from ancient dialogic traditions but also from the urgent need to speak with existence itself. Each chapter unfolds as a single conversation—an arena of philosophical struggle that allows for a deep excavation of core ideas without sacrificing intellectual depth. This was a conscious decision: we didn't dilute complexity or repackage fundamental ideas into something easily digestible. Instead, each conversation maintains its weight and profundity in its true unveiling, demanding that the reader actively engage in the intellectual wrestling occurring between the characters.

We live under the shadow of a time where technology, with all its pervasive influence, functions not merely as a tool but has permeated the
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[image: ]core of our being, changing how we perceive the world and position ourselves within it. This is a profound and fundamental shift. Existence has been reduced to mere "stock," something that can be calculated and controlled. This reduction forms the essence of the philosophical tension explored in these conversations. How can human beings maintain their uniqueness, their authenticity, amidst the relentless current of objectification? How can authenticity be found amidst the nothingness that threatens to swallow all meaning?

Readers will be confronted by a series of brave voices, each representing a distinct perspective within a shattered existential landscape. These individuals grapple with questions that have no easy answers: Is there meaning beyond what humanity creates? Is freedom merely an illusion within a predetermined structure? How do we live authentically in the face of our inevitable mortality? These conversations don't offer comforting solutions. Rather, they reflect the darkness inherent in the human condition, rejecting false narratives about "progress" that often mask spiritual and existential regression.

[image: ]

[image: ]This text invites you to think deeply, unafraid to tear away the veil of illusion and confront the emptiness that might be found behind it. It's an appeal to question every inherited assumption, every structure taken for granted, and every narrative that dulls our sensitivity to the question of existence. We don't seek easy conclusions, but a deeper understanding of our thrown condition in this world.

Through rigorous discussion, these conversations elucidate how modernity, with all its claims of enlightenment, has instead plunged humanity into a different kind of existential dimness—not a deliberate darkness as a mode of thought, but a darkness resulting from neglect, from the loss of contact with what is most fundamental. We see how a logic prioritizing utility and efficiency has distorted and reshaped our understanding of time, place, and even identity. This book uncovers these illusions, showing that beneath the glittering surface, an abyss—a bottomless void—calls us back to the primary questions about Being.

Each character in these conversations represents a pole in the existential struggle, from

[image: ]

[image: ]those grappling with paralyzing despair to those seeking traces of authenticity amidst the void. You won't find "super philosophers" offering definitive answers. Instead, you'll find human beings who, in their thrownness into this world, dare to ask again, to seek again, and sometimes, simply to feel again. The purpose of this book isn't to present a dogma, but to awaken a thought within the reader, an impulse to explore these questions for themselves, in their personal uniqueness.

At its core, the resonance guiding this entire exploration is the fundamental question posed by Heidegger (and Leibniz before him): "Why is there Being rather than nothing?" Concluding a conversation with this "forever unanswered" question affirms the essence of the philosophy developed here: some of the deepest questions have no definitive answers, no single formula that can encapsulate the mystery of Being. Yet, the unanswered nature of existence serves as an eternal impetus, a "chilling mantra" and a "profound and enduring call to think, to question, and to create." This is an invitation not to flee from uncertainty, but

[image: ]

[image: ]to embrace it as fertile ground for authentic thought and a continuous search for meaning.

Therefore, as you open these pages, prepare for a challenging journey that won't offer comfort, but will offer depth. You won't find easy solutions, but you will find a space for contemplation, a mirror for your own existence. This is an invitation to plunge into profound existential questions, not as a threat, but as a path towards a more authentic clarity, towards a deeper understanding of the "Unspoken House" that always waits to be found, even at the very edge of Being itself. Welcome to the threshold, where the most important questions have only just begun.
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Prologue: The Descent

[A university philosophy department. Late evening. Rain beats against tall windows. Two chairs face each other in a dimly lit office lined with books. Dr. Elizabeth Chen, 60s, sits behind an antique desk. Alex, a graduate student in his late 20s, enters, dripping wet.]

Elizabeth: [without looking up from her notes] You're late.

Alex: [removing his wet coat] The rain... I almost didn't come.

Elizabeth: [finally looking up] But you did. Despite the meaninglessness of it all?

Alex: [bitter laugh] You read my thesis draft.

Elizabeth: [standing, moving to the window] "The Psychological Anatomy of Nihilism." Quite ambitious. And quite desperate.

Alex: [defensive] It's academically sound. I cited—

[image: ]

[image: ]Elizabeth: [interrupting] You cited everyone except yourself. Tell me, Alex, when did you first feel it?

Alex: Feel what?

Elizabeth: The void. The moment when all those carefully constructed meanings started to unravel.

[Long pause. Thunder crashes outside.]

Alex: [quietly] Two years ago. My sister's funeral. The priest was talking about God's plan, and I... I just started laughing. Couldn't stop. They had to escort me out.

Elizabeth: [nodding] The death of God. Not in churches, but in here. [taps her chest]

Alex: [sitting heavily] I've been falling ever since. Every book, every theory, every explanation – they're all just stories we tell ourselves, aren't they?

Elizabeth: [turning from window] Are they? Or are they breadcrumbs leading us through the darkness?

Alex: That's poetic. But poetry doesn't change the truth.

[image: ]

[image: ]Elizabeth: And what truth is that?

Alex: That nothing means anything. That we're just... here. Temporarily.

Elizabeth: [sitting across from him] You know what Niefsche would say about that?

Alex: [weary] That I'm engaging in passive nihilism?

Elizabeth: No. He'd say you're standing exactly where you need to be. At the edge of the abyss.

Alex: [bitter] Great place for a picnic.

Elizabeth: [leaning forward] You mistake me. The abyss isn't the end. It's the beginning. Tell me, in your thesis, why do you think Heidegger saw technological thinking as the ultimate expression of nihilism?

Alex: Because it reduces everything to resources. To use-value. [pause] Like how I've been reducing my own existence to a series of academic arguments?

Elizabeth: [small smile] Now you're thinking.

[image: ]

[image: ]Alex: But what's the alternative? Just... embrace the meaninglessness?

Elizabeth: [standing, walking to her bookshelf] You know, the Chinese character for crisis is composed of two elements: danger and opportunity. Nihilism is our modern crisis. Yes, there's danger in the void. But there's also...

Alex: [finishing her thought] ...possibility?

Elizabeth: [selecting a book] When all meanings collapse, we're forced to create new ones. Not by ignoring the void, but by staring directly into it. By understanding that meaning isn't something we find, like a lost coin. It's something we forge, like a sword.

[She hands him a worn copy of "Ecce Homo"]

Alex: [looking at the book] "How One Becomes What One Is."

Elizabeth: Start there. Read it not as a philosopher, but as a human being in crisis. And come back next week – same time, same void.

[image: ]

[image: ][Thunder crashes again. Alex stands, holding the book.]

Alex: What if I don't find any answers?

Elizabeth: [returning to her desk] Then you'll have understood perfectly.

[Alex moves to leave, then pauses at the door] Alex: Professor Chen?

Elizabeth: Yes?

Alex: Thank you. For... seeing me.

Elizabeth: [looking up with a gentle smile] In the darkness, we all need witnesses.

[Alex exits. Elizabeth turns back to the window, watching the rain.]

END PROLOGUE

[image: ]

[image: ]Scene One

[A late-night diner. Rain streams down the windows. Two friends, Alex and Maya, sit in a corner booth. Steam rises from their coffee cups.]

Alex: [staring blankly at their reflection in the window] You ever feel like everything's just... pointless? Like, completely and utterly meaningless?

Maya: [watches Alex carefully] How long have you been feeling this way?

Alex: I don't know. Months? Years maybe. It's getting worse though. Like this morning, I was standing in line for coffee, looking at everyone rushing around, and suddenly it hit me - we're all just... pretending. Creating these little routines and goals to distract ourselves from the fact that none of it matters.

Maya: [leans forward] You know, what you're describing - that feeling of total meaninglessness - philosophers have a name for it.

[image: ]

[image: ]Alex: [sarcastically] Let me guess, it's some German word that takes three minutes to pronounce.

Maya: [smiles] Actually, yeah. But we'll stick with nihilism. It's what happens when you realize there's no inherent meaning to anything. No cosmic plan, no universal purpose. Just... void.

Alex: [gestures with their coffee cup] Well, that's cheerful. Thanks for confirming my existential crisis.

Maya: I'm not finished. See, realizing everything is meaningless - that's just the first step. The abyss, let's call it. But there's something after that.

Alex: What, more despair?

Maya: No. Something else. Look, when you realize nothing has inherent meaning, it's terrifying. Like free-falling through space. But here's the thing - if nothing has built-in meaning...

Alex: [interrupting] Then everything is meaningless. We covered that.
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[image: ]Maya: Or maybe... everything is open to meaning. Think about it - if there's no cosmic rulebook, no pre- written purpose, then we're free to create our own.

Alex: [scoffs] That sounds like a cop-out. Just make up some meaning and pretend it's real?

Maya: Is your hunger right now any less real because it's created by your body rather than the universe? Is your love for your family fake because it comes from you and not some cosmic decree?

[Silence as Alex considers this]

Alex: But how do you do it? Just... decide things matter?

Maya: No, it's not that simple. It's more like... you recognize the void, the meaninglessness. You stare right into it. But instead of letting it paralyze you, you use that very emptiness as a canvas. The meaning you create isn't fake - it's real precisely because you chose it, fought for it, built it from nothing.

Alex: [stirring their coffee thoughtfully] But the emptiness... it's still there, isn't it?
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[image: ]Maya: Always. That's what makes it genuine. Real meaning isn't about denying the void - it's about creating despite it. Maybe even because of it.

[A long pause as they both watch the rain]

Alex: You've thought about this a lot, haven't you?

Maya: [with a slight smile] Let's just say I've spent my fair share of time in the abyss. But I learned something there - the same emptiness that can break us can also set us free.

Alex: Free to what?

Maya: Free to create. Free to choose. Free to find meaning not because we have to, but because we can. Because even in a meaningless universe, we can be the source of meaning itself.

[The conversation continues into the night, as outside, the rain slowly begins to clear...]
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[image: ]Scene Two

Background: The Bridge

[A pedestrian bridge at sunset. The city sprawls below, a maze of lights beginning to flicker on. Maya finds Alex standing at the railing, looking down.]

Maya: [approaching cautiously] Interesting spot for stargazing.

Alex: [without turning] The stars aren't out yet. Besides, they're just burning balls of gas billions of miles away. Dead light from dead things.

Maya: That's a pretty poetic way of saying everything's meaningless.

Alex: [finally turning, with bitter amusement] You know what's funny? I used to love astronomy. Used to lie out in fields for hours, naming constellations. Now I look up and all I see is... space. Empty space.

Maya: And that's why you're standing on a bridge?

Alex: [sharp laugh] Not like that. I'm not... I just needed to see everything from above. All these little

[image: ]

[image: ]ant-people scurrying around. Jobs, relationships, dreams - they're all so convinced it matters.

Maya: [moving closer to the railing] And you're different?

Alex: I'm honest. Or maybe just cursed with clarity. Once you see the meaninglessness, you can't unsee it. It's like a... like a virus in your brain.

Maya: [studying Alex's profile] There's something almost addictive about it, isn't there? The emptiness.

Alex: [startled, turning to Maya] What?

Maya: The void. The nothingness. It's seductive. Because if nothing matters, you don't have to try. Don't have to risk. Don't have to feel.

Alex: [defensive] That's not what this is.

Maya: No? Then why are you up here, looking down at everyone else? It's comfortable up here, isn't it? Safe in your superiority of knowing the "truth."

Alex: [angry] You don't understand-

[image: ]

[image: ]Maya: [cutting in] I understand that nihilism can be a philosophy or it can be a hiding place. Which is it for you?

[Long pause. A train rumbles somewhere in the distance.]

Alex: [quietly] Both, maybe. I don't know anymore.

Maya: You know what I see when I look down there? Not ants. Not meaningless patterns. I see millions of people who've all stared into the same void you're staring into. And they're still dancing.

Alex: [bitterly] Dancing in denial.

Maya: Dancing in defiance. There's a difference.

Alex: [grips the railing tighter] How do you do it? Live with knowing?

Maya: Who says I live with it? Maybe I wrestle with it. Every single day. Maybe that's the point.

Alex: [turning fully toward Maya] The point is suffering?

[image: ]

[image: ]Maya: The point is choosing. Over and over. Even when - especially when - there is no point. That's not denial. That's courage.

[The first star becomes visible in the darkening sky]

Alex: [looking up] You know that star's light is probably from a star that died years ago?

Maya: [smiling slightly] Yes. And isn't it beautiful that we can still see it? That even death can create light?

[Alex stays silent, but their grip on the railing loosens slightly]

Maya: Come on. Let's get coffee.

Alex: [hesitant] I'm not fixed, you know. One conversation doesn't cure existential dread.

Maya: [starting to walk] Who said anything about fixing? I'm just offering coffee. Small choices, remember? Besides, I know a place where we can watch both the void and the city lights.

[Alex lingers for a moment, looking between the sky and the city below, then follows.]
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[image: ]Scene Three: The Ascent

[Two weeks later. The same diner, but earlier in the evening. Sunset casts long orange shadows through the windows. Alex sits in the same booth, but this time he's writing furiously in a notebook. Maya enters, shaking off her umbrella.]

Maya: [sliding into the booth] You're in my seat.

Alex: [without looking up] I thought nothing belonged to anyone.

Maya: [signaling for coffee] Ah, so you've been thinking about our talk.

Alex: [closing notebook] I've been thinking about everything. Too much. It's like... once you see the meaninglessness, you can't unsee it.

Maya: [accepting coffee from waitress] But you're writing. That's new.

Alex: [touching notebook] Yeah. I started the night after we met. Just... putting down thoughts. Questions.

[image: ]

[image: ]Maya: [stirring sugar] Questions are good. They're like handholds on a cliff face.

Alex: [bitter smile] More climbing metaphors? Maya: [leaning back] You prefer falling ones? [Long pause. Alex opens his notebook again.]

Alex: I wrote something. About that night. Want to hear it?

Maya: [gesturing] The floor is meaninglessly yours.

Alex: [reading] "The rain isn't falling. It's ascending. Each drop climbing back to clouds that don't exist. And we're all just waiting for gravity to make up its mind."

Maya: [thoughtful] Not bad. Bit dramatic. Alex: [defensive] It's how it feels.

Maya: Feelings are real. But they're not reality. Alex: What's the difference?

Maya: [pointing to his coffee] Take that cup. You can use it to hold coffee, or throw it in anger, or plant a
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[image: ]seed in it, or turn it into art. The cup doesn't care. It just is. Its meaning comes from what you do with it.

Alex: [pushing cup away] So we're just... empty vessels?

Maya: No. We're the ones who fill things. Including ourselves.

Alex: [frustrated] But that's what I don't get. How do you fill something when you know the filling is... arbitrary?

Maya: [leans forward] Let me ask you something. When you write in that notebook, does it feel arbitrary?

Alex: [looking at notebook] No. It feels... necessary. Maya: Why?

Alex: Because if I don't get it out, it'll consume me. The void, the questions, the... the weight of it all.

Maya: [smiling] That's the will to power, Alex.

Alex: [skeptical] Niefsche's thing? I thought that was about domination.

[image: ]

[image: ]Maya: It's about creation. About taking the void and making it yours. Not filling it – claiming it.

[Thunder rumbles in the distance.]

Alex: [opening notebook again] I wrote about that too. About how... maybe the abyss isn't below us. Maybe it's inside us.

Maya: [nodding] And?

Alex: And maybe that's okay. Maybe it's not about escaping it. Maybe it's about... learning to breathe underwater.

Maya: [genuine smile] Now you're ascending.

Alex: [confused] But I haven't solved anything. I haven't found any answers.

Maya: [standing] Because it's not about answers. It's about questions that create more questions. It's about making art out of uncertainty. [puts money on table]

Alex: You're leaving again?

[image: ]

[image: ]Maya: [putting on coat] The rain's starting. Perfect time for a walk.

Alex: [looking at his notebook, then at her] Maya... are you real?

Maya: [pausing] Are any of us? Maybe I'm just a character in one of your poems. Maybe you're one in mine.

Alex: [small laugh] That doesn't help.

Maya: [heading to door] It's not supposed to help. It's supposed to make you write.

[Maya exits. Alex opens his notebook, writes something quickly, then follows her into the rain.]

END SCENE THREE
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[image: ]Scene Four: The Return

[Late night at the diner. Heavy snow falls outside, a stark contrast to the usual rain. Alex sits alone, surrounded by books and papers. His notebook is open, but he's staring at his reflection in the window. Maya appears, covered in snow, as if materializing from the storm itself.]

Maya: [brushing off snow] Same booth. Same face. Different weather.

Alex: [without turning] I've been reading Niefsche. The book Professor Chen gave me.

Maya: [settling in] Ecce Homo. "How One Becomes What One Is." And?

Alex: [finally facing her] He was sick all the time. In constant pain. But he kept writing, kept thinking, kept... creating.

Maya: [ordering coffee with a gesture] And that surprises you?

Alex: [frustrated] It should have broken him. The pain, the isolation, the—

[image: ]

[image: ]Maya: [interrupting] Like your sister's death should have broken you?

[Long silence, broken only by the soft patter of snow against glass]

Alex: [very quietly] I've been thinking about that day. At the funeral. When I started laughing.

Maya: Tell me.

Alex: The priest was talking about God's plan, about how everything happens for a reason. And suddenly... it was hilarious. Not funny-hilarious. Terrifying-hilarious. Because there was no plan. No reason. Just... this. [gestures at everything and nothing]

Maya: And if you had to live that moment again? The laughter, the shocked faces, the judgment?

Alex: [bitter] Once was enough.

Maya: But what if it wasn't a choice? What if you had to live every moment, every single moment of your life, over and over, eternally?

Alex: [horrified] That would be hell.

[image: ]

[image: ]Maya: Would it? Or would it be the ultimate test of whether you've truly accepted your life? All of it?

Alex: [opening notebook] I wrote something about that. About time and repetition.

Maya: [leaning forward] Read it.

Alex: [reading] "If time is a circle, then every tear is eternal. But so is every laugh, every kiss, every moment of grace. The weight crushes and lifts in equal measure. Perhaps freedom isn't choosing what happens, but choosing to want what happens."

Maya: [softly] Amor fati.

Alex: [looking up] Love of fate?

Maya: Not just acceptance. Love. Even the pain. Especially the pain. It's all part of the dance.

Alex: [closing notebook] But how? How do you love what hurts you?

Maya: [touching his notebook] The same way you turn suffering into poetry. You make it yours. You transform it.

[image: ]

[image: ][A particularly strong gust rattles the windows]

Alex: I've been thinking about what you said. About the will to power being about creation, not domination.

Maya: And?

Alex: My sister... when she was dying, she started painting. Terrible paintings. [small laugh] Really awful. But she wouldn't stop. Even when she could barely hold the brush.

Maya: [gently] That was her will to power.

Alex: [revelation dawning] She wasn't trying to beat death. She was... creating despite it. Maybe even because of it.

Maya: [standing] Now you're beginning to understand.

Alex: [urgent] Wait. If everything returns eternally... are we having this conversation forever



















































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
t The Edge of

Dialogues on The Unspokeﬁ

House






d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
Grait. &






d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





d2d_images/image003.jpg





