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Jerusalem. This is my city. I was there 
before the mystics were torn from their 
roots, and they came for my father, and 
they told me, Do you know the story of 
the Inter-currents? The currents are 
yours. When I began the meditations, I 
was thinking of your father, who had 
told me, the story is yours to know. 
Then again, I was never a reader. I was 
always waiting for others to tell my 
story, and to tell me if I was seeing it 
right. To tell me that the story is mine 
to remember. Do you know what it 
means, when we lose ourselves in the 
inter-currents? We are providing 
ourselves with a door. I was never that 
good at the work, as you can imagine. I 
was a difficult child, but my parents 
understood something that they had 
learned themselves, traveling twice over 
in the world of mystics, traveling 



underneath the waters of Ob- there are 
few names, few faces, few encounters- 
which can adjust what is determinedly 
the path- This is the path that has been 
chosen. People often ask me, do I 
believe in free will- what am I supposed 
to say to that? What do we mean when 
we say, this person or this or that thing, 
they are made of this or that flavor, this 
or that power? There is an almost 
fiendish curiosity we have over others, 
and in this way I assume we have made 
it clear that there is some inherent 
difference to us, to what we consider 
live ammunition, power. That is to say- 
there are strengths, and then there are 
complexes of the mind. What makes 
you stronger than me, I wonder? If I 
have tried before to empower myself, to 
empower myself with mind over matter- 
the question is, what is the archetype 



you are after, in the mind that is 
wandering through the stillest of waters, 
the way inward is the way forward. The 
mystics say, in the waters of Barakunan, 
there was once a wandering spirit, their 
name- her name- is Ob. She wept from 
the stories of her ancestors, but she was 
wholly modern- wholly impatient with 
the ways of the world. What is left for 
us to recount, of her life? She tells us, 
when she visits at night, there is the 
story of Jerusalem, the story you are 
after. You will find me at the edge of the 
Forest Nine, drowning in the waters of 
Barakunan, drowning in high spirits. 
The question beckons- if I am in danger, 
who is the archetype of my 
empowerment? Of course in the great 
superstitions, as we were taught in 
school, my teachers used to say, You! 
You are clearly of one of two currents. 



Either you have the strength of your 
father, and your father before him- or 
you have the wisdom of your mother, 
who was smart enough to flee Korban 
before the war. This was easily 
misunderstood, when we first taught to 
study with the lessons they prepared, 
they asked us to take in the wisdoms as 
if they were ours. But you know, I 
always felt a little disdain for my 
teachers. I always felt, in some way, that 
they were out to get me. I felt, like if we 
looked into it rightly, if we studied the 
stories as they were given to us, we 
would find that we were absent. 
Somehow, we had been forgotten. We 
were told to listen, and to pay attention. 
But we were not in their thoughts, and 
we were not the subject of their lessons. 
We were the ones who would have to 
face what was coming, this much we 



knew- because we had seen and we 
could see from the terror in the eyes of 
our parents when word first came of the 
occupation of Korban- they said, trust 
that you will be looked after, this is your 
home- and this is really the point, isn’t 
it? How can you be kicked out from 
your home? The question remains 
unanswered, as it did for my parents, 
and their parents before them, who had 
sworn, with an almost joking obsession 
that they would not flee their homes, 
even in the worst of times, in the 
harshest of moments, they had taken it 
upon themselves not to show concern, 
in front of us, this was always very 
important, and it was evident in the 
way they conducted themselves. I tell 
you something, my parents were smart 
in the beginning not to flee the war. 
They had their homes to look after, and 



also, why would you move to a foreign 
country, only to be treated like a child- 
like a slave- like a beggar? Why would 
you leave what you have spent 
generations to build, leave it all behind? 
The only answer lies in the face of what 
they felt they were losing, the sense that 
beyond all that they had been given, 
they knew and understood that it could 
all be lost in an instant. So instead of 
choosing to live in the security of their 
reputation, they staked it all, for what? 
To protect themselves, to shield 
themselves from the currents. Do you 
know what the mystics mean, when 
they say, that the currents are in us? The 
currents are the wayward spirits, that 
absolve us of the lessons of our parents. 
If we can learn to forgive the emotions, 
the feeling we have lost, we can 
understand that in the many powers 



and recesses the movement of the 
currents is clear. I always felt a certain 
disdain for my parents, who understood 
that we were handed an impossible task- 
it was almost insignificant how we felt, 
if we could entertain the idea that by 
some grand design we would outlast 
what was handed down to us as an 
almost arcane form of punishment. My 
teachers always told me, You! You have 
the power and the wisdom of your 
parents, but why do you spend so much 
of your efforts on wine- on victory- on 
triumphs that will not outlast your age? 
Why do you stake so much on your 
reputation? You! They say! You are 
always like a child- wandering the world 
in secret. You want to know what is 
good for you. You want to know what is 
just. Let me tell you the secrets of the 
mystics, who have wandered for sixteen 



generations, wandering themselves in 
and out of secret, in and out of power. 
You! They say! You are the internal 
child- when I ask you, do you know the 
history of your parents? What will you 
say? The fact is, you have spent so much 
of your life, asking yourself- how can I 
be beneficial, but to whom? Do you 
realize that everything has been given to 
you, if only you knew it? Did you know, 
that when Zahreddine first stranded 
into Jerusalem, they rode into the 
capital on a bull? They were the first to 
feel that they had been blessed, beyond 
that true enigmatic nature of what we 
call a prophet. My teachers, they were 
different. They used to tell me- You! You 
have the wisdom and the power of the 
ancients- but you do not stir awake in 
the powers of the mystics, you know 
why? You have seen too much, and you 



hold it dear. What are you afraid of? If I 
could speak to you from the other side, 
what stories could I tell you that would 
avail your fears, avail the fears of your 
tribe? For me, it was always difficult to 
understand the difference between these 
lessons. They used to say, You! You are 
empowered, but you are weak, you are 
wandering like a child, always hiding in 
secret. Ha! I am a child, it’s true. But 
when I first felt that they were paying 
attention, what did they mean to 
disguise their interest? I told them, I 
have the power of the ancients, and the 
ancients are in you. The truth about my 
studies is a certain patience that I feel 
obliged to follow. First, I have to take in 
each breath as if it were that important- 
the essence, I would say, that is what 
they teach. When the mystics first 
deliver their lessons- they deliver from 



the innards. They say, if you have the 
patience to face the unseen, you will see 
everything that is hidden, everything 
that is real. When you face the powers 
of all that has been hidden, you 
understand- everything that has been 
branded a distinct form of truth- this is 
the story that they are telling. My 
teachers used to say, You! You are- what? 
– 12 years old? And you think that you 
know the history of your parents? I used 
to tell them, there is a city I go to in my 
mind- and I want to tell the story of 
this place- it is a place I am always 
seeing- visiting in the night. They say, 
do you know why you visit this place? 
Why is it so important? Functionally, 
yes. I have to understand, as I work in 
language- why is it so dangerous to utter 
the words- JERUSALEM OF THE 
MIND- why is it so dangerous to know 



my name, if my name has been given to 
me to recognize myself in a form of 
difference and in the utterance of every 
breath I speak as Zahreddine. And they 
tell me, Zahreddine is in your 
imagination, but your imagination is 
just! Yes- its true- I have seen Jerusalem 
but only in my mind. If I come to see 
the city again, I will see the city twice. 
But you never walk through the same 
city twice. Isn’t that the case? When you 
first come upon a strange place, the 
mystics say, ask a stranger for advice. If 
you find that you have been given fair 
instructions, lend them your hand. 
When you enter a city again, they will 
remember your name. And they will say, 
You! You have come again! Why did you 
visit this sad, far away place- why did 
you visit this city that is only hidden in 
the mind- the place of that dream that 



you were telling us about? It is true, my 
teachers were reluctant to understand- 
there is always the dream before the 
reality can be made pure. When we first 
began to learn the history of our 
parents, we were told not to utter the 
word occupation. Why? I was told, at 
least two or three times, I was told to 
continue in my studies but to focus on 
what had been described as a sort of 
sacrosanct utterance of the blind. I 
asked them, if I tell you the history of 
my parents, and if I choose not to reveal 
myself, what name what voice do I 
speak from? This is the truth. My 
teachers were always watching, they 
were very focused on these origins. I 
told them, there is the utterance of 
every breath, and in this utterance there 
is the silence. The silence of the mystics 
is unparalleled. If you think because we 



have traveled in two or three 
generations in silence, that we have 
hidden ourselves, that we do not intend 
to make ourselves known- you are 
dreaming, aren’t you? Are you afraid of 
what you will find if you find that in the 
single opening of the mind there is my 
voice, my breath? You will say- aha! 
Zahreddine! They are alive! Zahreddine, 
the mystic- a magician of the mind. But 
what do these words really mean? I have 
always wondered. I even asked my 
teachers, when I was young. Do you 
know the history of Zahreddine? 
Nobody will tell you, and this is 
something you will learn when you 
travel the path that I have traveled. You 
will find that there is a certain fear, a 
specter of silence, that seems to 
overcome your parents when you tell 
them what you are doing- how you are 



telling the others around you of your 
past, and your wisdom is a sense that is 
opening into your powers, and people 
say- You! You do too many drugs. That’s 
the case, it may seem from afar. What is 
a drug? A habit of the mind. Everything 
I have ever touched has been touched 
by you. If I tell you the secrets of my 
empowerment, you will find that I have 
described your own history as well. And 
if I tell you the history of your parents, 
you will hear your name uttered five 
times- in the inner mouth- the mystics 
say Ra! And I say- if you describe to me 
the city of my parents, will it sound like 
the cities I have known- or will I find 
the silence you have described? Will I 
find that the teachings, as they have 
been told, are true? Is it true that 
Jerusalem exists only in the mind? These 
were my questions when I first came 



upon this place- and my friends, my 
peers- they always said- You! You are a 
dreamer! But look what you have been 
given. If you had taken care of yourself, 
you could have become a king. Instead, 
you dream, you will end up on the 
street. True- but what is the street if it 
has built for us over a certain time a 
substance of the mind? What is the 
street if it is not the place we gather to 
expel the forces which are above us- 
which have, by power and design, 
forced their will? I was only twelve 
when I saw that first sign of courage, 
and I came to the streets to visit with 
my parents and we found our friends, 
our neighbors, dancing in the street. 
They were enjoying the surroundings, 
enjoying the moment. It was a clear, 
quiet afternoon, and I swear, there has 
never been anything like it. They tell us 



today we were merchants in disguise- 
selling our country, our streets, our 
courage. Maybe, when we find that in 
the twilight of our lives, when we look 
back on what we have built together, we 
will enjoy that very moment as a 
moment of distraction, a moment of 
real becoming- but these words are 
nonsense to most of us, are they not? 
Why do we dream of becoming, if even 
without shedding a single thought, we 
become simply by the virtues of our 
breaths? We expel so many forces, when 
we try to do this ourselves. In the first 
and last teachings of the mystics- 
bestowed on us by the purest of them 
all- Zahreddine! Who stands above the 
waters of Barakunan, a mystic in 
disguise- they always say, You are the 
first to encounter the world, when you 
are born. When you leave this planet, 



you will find that in the utterance of 
every breath you were simply coming 
towards us. You are now in my home 
and in my heart, as I am in yours. I used 
to laugh, and think, if this is true, why 
am I spending so much of my time 
reading and laughing and dancing to 
every thought and image that occurs in 
my mind? But it is the case with all of 
our students. When you first find 
yourself in the current of the mystics, 
and the waters clear, and the path 
opens- you find that it is this very 
lesson- the giving and taking- the 
receding of the waters- that is the 
opening of the mind. The mind is the 
vessel of the body that is in two 
currents, always in two currents. My 
parents used to say, when they watched 
us study from afar. There is a sense of 
danger to your work, is there not? Yes- 



there is, and you can see it, and I guess 
this is a part of that dimension we call 
the mysteries of the mystics- who are 
always living in two currents, living in 
two minds. I was told, when I was 
younger, be careful of these words, be 
careful because you will come to realize 
that all your truths, all your powers, 
these are the strengths of the 
undercurrents, but not in this life. They 
used to tell us, when we gathered in 
school- beware of that feeling inside 
you, to do good with your life. You will 
find that it will weigh you down. You 
will find that if you had the chance of 
an opening, to build your reputation- 
you will find that you must sacrifice too 
much to become what you have desired, 
to open the channels toward some 
alternate feeling of grace- some alternate 
power. I never trusted in their teachings, 



and I found a certain strength in these 
words. I began to utter them to myself, 
and I would hide in the classrooms, at 
night- when the teachers would send us 
to our rooms- I used to say, 
JERUSALEM IS MINE. But this was a 
joke. I still did not know that the city 
existed. And I thought, I must have 
dreamt it, I am so powerful! Again- this 
is something we must all learn and 
when we have understood this, we 
understand that it is in the dreaming of 
two spirits that Jerusalem is born. If it 
were not for you, I could not say it out 
loud. Do you realize what I mean? The 
mystics say, if you look into the history 
of your parents, you will find- there is a 
place you may go in your mind- a place 
of wandering. I used to think this is the 
imagination itself. I felt empowered, 
slightly, also- in a strange and foreign 



place, like an immigrant coming onto a 
shore, fresh and ready for a new 
adventure. Having left all that we know 
behind. I used to think, if this is the 
moment I am waiting for, landing on 
new shores- how can I travel to a single 
place without knowing where I have 
come from? So I always come back, and 
I tell myself, this time I will do it better- 
I will learn the language of my elders- 
and I will learn their stories in order to 
recount them- and if I can mark them 
in my notes, I will make sure that when 
I tell them, I will say their names. 
Because you know, the first element of a 
culture to disappear is the names of the 
elders who had fought and lost what 
was taken from them. If it were not for 
what we had been given, we would 
know this, but we have been fed. When 
the body is hungry, there is a certain 



wisdom that is at least two times more 
profound than the wisdom of that 
silence that comes after a feast. You 
know the feeling I am referring to. Have 
you ever wandered in the forest at night, 
wandered in your city, and felt, for a 
brief moment, like you were truly alive? 
Consider that in the silence of your 
wandering self, you did not think this is 
my place, but in your fear you felt a 
certain respect, and this respect is your 
grace. Would I ever tell you to do the 
same if you came into contact with an 
occupier, who chose to destroy what 
you had been promised? It depends. The 
prophets say, turn your cheek, or turn 
your back, unless you have an army that 
can defeat the army standing in your 
way. But why stand for so much 
aggression when you can disappear into 
the inter-currents of the mind? This is 



your place of freedom, trust me, and if 
we all feel a sense empowered, this is the 
habit of the mystics who had sought 
their way across three generations and 
first discovered the cities of origin, the 
cities of the mind. I was told this, at 
least by two of my teachers. One of 
them, she was a kind woman, very sweet 
with her time. She would meet us, 
dreaming a sense of her wisdoms to us 
simply by her sweetness. I remember, 
the color of her eyes- they were almond 
eyes, like those of my mother. She used 
to bring us fresh fruits from the market, 
fresh flowers from the gardens beside 
our school. She used to say, if you 
follow at least your intuition, you will 
do well. I always wondered, what makes 
someone a teacher? If you are able to 
dream up another life, why dedicate 
yourself to the powers of others? For 



me, it has always felt a sense selfish, to 
impose your ideas on others. As you can 
see, it has taken some time, to dream up 
this new life. To wander into the 
currents of Barakunan and to feel- at 
once- alive. But this is the gift of 
Zahreddine, who comes by way of the 
mind. Zahreddine, the mystic, a woman 
of mine. The power of this teaching was 
a stark contrast to the teachings of 
others- such as, what was his name- he 
used to wear a brown overcoat everyday, 
even in summer- it is so easy to forget 
his name, because we called him by so 
many. He was the butt of all our jokes, 
and it was funny in a way- it is always 
those who have something serious to say 
who find an audience in others. But 
those who choose to dispel that 
importance- for example, if you say- 
Hey! You! You are a child, you have 



nothing to know, nothing to learn but 
what I am saying- how can this inspire 
us? It is impossible, so I always felt like 
why would you take this tone with your 
students, and it is true, when we 
discovered, years later, they had been 
taken from their home- somewhat 
embarrassed, and whatever becomes of 
these men who have molested the 
weakest among them- it is a moment 
for all of us to remember- the teachings 
of our parents, who tell us, by way of 
their encounters- there is the truth of 
your own intentions, which in some 
way must face the intentions of others. 
Is it not true? I was young, when I first 
learned to study in my own way, to 
follow my own teachings. And I 
understood, this is the way of the 
mystics. They are like those old friends 
of yours, who, probably, when you are 



young, they come to your door and they 
ask for you and your parents are always 
happy to greet them. You know the 
people I am speaking about. They are 
your neighbors, good to you, kind. If 
they have food, they feed you. If they 
have money, money they have been 
given by their parents, they share it with 
their friends and they say, everything 
that is mine is yours, everything that I 
am given I will give to you. It was 
always interesting to see, in that way, 
what would become of these 
relationships as we aged. At first I put a 
lot of intention on politics. This is when 
these relationships become somewhat of 
a curse because, in all honesty, if you 
want to make a difference you have to 
face the compromises that are given to 
you. It is almost impossible to do it any 
other way. There are people who we 



encounter in our lives, and they are so 
good that it hurts to know that we have 
defeated their intentions, but let me say 
this, even though it is in no way a fact. 
If it were not for those who have given 
to way of compromise, there would be 
no exchange. How else to rip from the 
power structures that exist? It is a 
function of your own intentions, to 
know how far you are willing to go. For 
example, in my first experience, I 
decided I would take it to another level, 
and I stepped into a world I had not 
encountered before- feeling somewhat 
threatened, I chose not to open my eyes 
and I blamed those around me for 
suffocating me, for tempting my eyes. 
This is like a dancer, so aloof of their 
surroundings that they ask everyone in 
the room to pay attention to their 
moves, except, if it is not applicable, to 



dance in twos- only if the person is 
willing, if they are able. This is why the 
mystics say, in their teachings, if you 
have a stranger in the room, ask them 
for advice. Only a stranger knows where 
the others are heading. This is some 
allegorical truth, of course. When we 
verify these truths, we have to encounter 
the identity, the persona of the writer, 
who deals in archetypes old and new. 
We ask ourselves, what has changed? In 
a sense, I have always taken language as 
a sort of root. One word that can 
become, in its own sense, an umbrella 
over a group. Take- Bara, for instance. 
What do they mean, the mystics, when 
they say the name? Ba- for example, Ba 
is the glamour of the ruler Ra. If it 
makes any sense to you- you would 
know that the glamour of the roots is 
threatening to your understandings if 



you do not know what Ra is meaning, 
when Ra is spoken from the roots. Ra- 
the light, the invisible truth. What is 
Ra, then, in these utterings? Ra is light, 
is manifest, is metaphysics. Ra is truth. 
If we can outlast these understandings, 
do we outlive truth? The first of our 
teachings would tell you to focus, but 
where do we find the most strength, 
they say- somewhere when you have 
traveled into the darkness of your own 
internal roots- and you face what is 
most indescribable about you. Let me 
give you an example. You are wandering 
through a foreign city, everything is 
new. You have found yourself in this 
situation before, but for some reason, 
something is different. You feel at once 
open and alive and answering to the 
pull of the moons. While at once, you 
find that in every stage of your entrance, 



you are traveling further and further 
from the root of your own 
understandings. This, I would say, is the 
first opening of the root. When you find 
that you have come to a foreign place, 
and moong you, everything is new, and 
you find that in every stare you find a 
certain parallel of your own emotions. 
You find that, even though you have 
traveled to this place before, you have 
come to these panels, these woods- you 
would not really have found these 
people as they are standing before you 
now. You would not have paid them 
attention, until, in some way, they have 
come to you- as though guided from 
some foreign current. This is the first 
intention- the opening of the root. 
We are, in some way, students of these 
interactions. Of course, when they 



are first opened to us, we find that the 
danger is always in losing ourselves too 
far, or in ignoring the powers of the 
currents, the passions of what is stirring 
before us- what is opening. Take, for 
instance, your own intentions. Why 
have you come here tonight? If it were 
up to me, I would say, you have come 
here by your own free will, to find 
some peace of mind. But we know this 
is not true. We are here tonight for no 
other reason but to coexist in a foreign 
place, and to turn these travels into a 
common ground, to forge a common 
current. The difference, when we stay 
behind- when everyone we know has 
left- and those who have decided upon 
themselves to travel out of their own 
comfort- the difference is that those 
who are left behind are left with the 
burden. The mystics say, in the third 



intention, this is the burden of the root.  
The burden of the root can be described in two ends and two 

beginnings. For instance- there is an indescribable intention that 

must always be considered when describing a parallel interaction. 

Who am I? Who are you? If We have come by way of the mind- 

having stepped in through a sense of free will- or if this is by 

some common chance, some chance that I am among you. Who 

would know? The truth is not to be found in the question and 

answer we would often do, but in the feeling you have inside you. 

If you can take this as a certain wisdom or truth, then already you 

are saying- aha! I believe in magic! I believe in poetry! I believe in 

you! Ofcourse, no one would blame you for taking another path. 

Who finds the strength in poetry these days, when all has been 

removed from our minds except that which pulls us toward 

another distraction? Who would suggest, even, in a healthy way- 

that what is most commonly used is the strength of the mind and 

not the wandering of the spirits? What does this mean? Let me 

explain. There is a story my father used to tell me, when I was 

young. We used to go to the house of my uncle’s, who lives in the 

mountains. He was at least two generations older than my 

parents, the son of another marriage. Always disguised in his own 

unhappiness, he was the happiest of all his siblings, knowing that 



what he owned could never be taken from him- his land, his 

home, only his marriage, which was destroyed in his youth. But 

that’s another story altogether. A story of love, a story of 

occupation. Seldom do they meet with as much concrete 

understanding as we have decided to trade in today. Ofcourse, 

there difference is, my uncle was always out of work. His wife 

would hold this against him, and she would say- you must have 

been an angel in your former life, or the wife of some king! How 

do you dare live with so much arrogance, if everything you own is 

in the soil, and can be swept away with another flood or another 

day or week or season of change that is against what you have 

designed? Of course my uncle did not give a shit, because he 

was smart. He had one thing on his mind- and trust me, he took 

very little time not to spend on ideations of power- even though, 

in his youth, he had joined in a military brigade. Not really to 

defend this city, this city of his- more to impress the woman who 

would become his wife, but again- that’s another story altogether. 

As we have been joined with a concrete story of the root- we 

have to focus on the currents and what they teach us, don’t we? 

My uncle was always trying to teach us, the younger folks, when 

we would go off on our own, not to be afraid of the dark, not to 

fear nature. He used to say- Nature is not to be feared. How can 



you fear something that represents you so deeply! We had no 

idea what he meant, it was difficult to understand- how can we 

fear nature, when it is so uninviting to us at night, and during the 

day, they used to warm us of these great wild snakes, they used 

to say- if you find that you are in a common place, make sure not 

to step over the wires- which was a funny way to say, beware of 

mines- remember, we had a war! My father was the same, but he 

trusted my uncle who would always send us on our way while he 

took the elders around the back into the garden and they would 

sit around and tell jokes, while we discovered the forest around 

his home. It was in those journeys that we learned how to 

discover at night, in the wild, without light. And these are the first, 

I would say, interactions that, later in life, trying on some 

psychedelics, that would empower this exchange. These were the 

good days, I guess- but not everyone has the same story to tell. 

When you find that you are in a c common place, they used to 

say- ask a stranger for advice. My uncle- who by the way, he was 

always working out of his secret chambers- in the basement, in a 

bunker in the forest- working on harvesting the finest grapes, and 

working on his anise- taking time in his pleasures- I always 

wondered how it would work out to grow up to be like him- a man 

of so many powers, so many secrets, until my parents would take 



us home and say- Make sure not to grow up to be like him! He is 

too content in the wild! And so I began to understand, without 

really knowing or paying any attention, that there is always a 

slight contradiction in our relationships. On the one hand, they 

loved him and adored his ways- and would never have wanted to 

spend their Sundays with anyone else. Yet on the other, he stood 

for something they so terribly feared, it seemed somewhat an 

elusive life to imagine for one of their children- too difficult to bear 

to think of their son roaming in the forest at night, awake in the 

tempers and the currents of the mind- as convinced and contrived 

by the forest- which is like a metaphor in a way, obvious as it may 

seem- a metaphor of the mind. These were early encounters, and 

we were smart to coexist, later in life, to take nature into our 

homes- to plant trees inside a living room garden- to domesticate 

wolves. I guess, in a way, this has protected us from what we fear 

most- the internal passions- the mind. I would say, these 

metaphors come to make sense over time. I would say, these are 

the stories we outlive, that we lend to our children. But the truth is 

far simpler, these are the stories we forget. Dark, wandering 

nights- only child. A place to harvest the imagination, the powers 

of the mind. A spell that sets on the public is different, because in 

politics we always have the dangers of the Other to encounter in 



our own imaginations. In that sense, we can say the metaphor is 

the same, only that when we deal with our own internal powers- 

we have one mind to escape. As we know, for instance, there is 

no real opening- there is no real strength in knowing what has 

been taught us from afar. The only way to know something really 

is to experience it yourself. Including death. Is this not the case, 

for example, for the martyrs, who- when drawn in their own blood- 

outlast the mind? Transferring their own internal process, their 

dealings and relationships- all of their terrestrial burdens- onto 

us? This is the relationship, by the way, between the public and 

the martyr. The martyr- always living in two currents- one eye on 

each mind. Having taken a single step into the infernal fires- the 

metaphor returns- the metaphor of the forest- the martyr knows 

what is least accessible to those who have not done what is 

required of a martyr, per se, as per their own work. Again, to take 

the metaphor of my teachers- is it not true that only those who 

speak for a larger audience find that when they have come to 

pass they are spoken of in a pure and lets say proper way? They 

are remembered for having represented what I would say is the 

least of all our fears- a certain incompatibility with danger. I 

always used to think, if there is such a danger to the imagination- 

where does it lead? The powers of the mind are extreme! That is 



why, lets say, the first act of every occupation is to bury the 

memory of our fathers- and the second act- to burn every book 

that has been written in our names. To burn the intention to speak 

as if you knew the history of your father. The martyr lives in this 

contradiction. That is why, when they enter the stories, they enter 

by way of the mind. To follow on the contradiction of course is to 

distinguish at least in some way what is true of martyrdom and 

what is different, as- say- the soldier, who stands for the vanguard 

of history. In our own teachings, when we teach ourselves or 

when we listen to our elders- who have chosen to decipher the 

world as we know it and to reveal in the substances of their 

elected breaths a functional way of seeing- I prefer to see things 

for myself. I can give you the example of, say, the mystic Ob- the 

first to travel in the under-currents. But, let’s be honest. When we 

speak of these lofty ideas, there is always the sense that we are 

being taught something we did not ask to be taught- being given 

some idea that was not in our intentions. When I first discovered 

the teachings of the mystics, I was living half blind- to my own 

powers, yes- but also to yours. I thought, in every stranger- there 

was an animosity I could not trust. This, I would say, was 

bestowed on me as a history of my parents, who will always tell 

you about the ages they have lived, before and during the war. It 



is the same for those who live in a constant thread of occupation, 

but occupation by what? And to whom? The word itself is 

indecipherable today, as we can say when we use word we have 

an almost cringe- a feeling that, whatever it is, this is something 

we are tired of seeing, tired of hearing, tired of living as well. But 

of those who must face these currents, who will speak for them? 

That is why I have always felt, lets say the mystics have also 

been avid believers in this- that the speaker of the tribe is a non 

elected position. This is the strength of those who have chosen, 

beyond their own means- to stand above their own reputations. 

How many people do you know, lets say, who have found in their 

own histories that every act they have made has been one of 

sacrifice, and every day finding that in this very way of living they 

are digging an even deeper hole, and they continue on their way! 

We call them the marytrs but in truth they are soldiers of a future 

that is unraveling. A martyr is always ahead of the times, and will 

one day be standing for that very ideal for which we gather in the 

public square to digest, and to divest these powers from. This is 

our way, and I can admit a certain feeling of suffering to this very 

idea- for, knowing what is true of our surroundings- that it is 

easier to live as a function of others, pleasing them outright- than 

to challenge the ideas we share- even if it is to our benefit- for 



example, who could honestly say, that slavery was a benefit to 

those who were imposing their beliefs on others? It is impossible 

to suggest, given the ailments we find in our societies today- 

severe conditions that are a burden of guilt, outright. This is the 

wisdom that is overlooked, often, when we retell history as it is 

and as it was. In any case, it is probably a function of the mind to 

say that in our own contradictions we find- what appears, lets say 

is a phantasm of the mind- where do we find that as our 

contradictions lie we find they have empowered, at least, those 

who stand in close proximity? And is it not true that in some way 

there is the proximity of those who have given themselves twice 

over? I was once, for example, just a student. Today, when they 

speak of Zahreddine, they speak of two whole generations who 

have devoted themselves to the face and the name and the 

image- the speaker who is faceless- the image that is nameless- 

the name that does not exist. These are the parallels that we live 

with, and this is also true of the mystics who stand at the edge of 

every current, designing their way. To stand in one contradiction 

while as well standing in another. The question I always have, 

when I meet these soldiers is- where do you find your power? 

Where do you find that strength? For this, we have to visit the 

fourth interaction- the ideals, lets say, that guide in some 



undeserving virtue the way that the mystics live. Always giving, a 

current of mind. Lets say that the archetypes are always born of 

the first contradiction- which is what? A source of devotional 

strength. How does one find a sense to communicate this without, 

at least, giving the way? The strength of the message is in the 

path, is it not? As we know, from our own histories, not to trust the 

devotional language of others- when I say that I find in a sense of 

virtue and strength the belief that can coexist- I am speaking not 

from own experience but from an imaginary time- a place of 

harmonious coexistence- utopic- blind to the affairs that we are 

facing today. In todays political language, we call this 

generational anarchism. A sense that every age has something to 

dispel of the others- that we have a duty and responsibility to do 

away with the world of our parents. Like an animal that may eat 

their mother after having been born, simply to do away with the 

knowledge that they have come from a place they are going- 

disappearing. We have found that constitutional capitalism, as it 

crumbles, offers no real system to provoke the undercurrents that 

are devolving from society to engage in a positive way. This is 

why we find so many small, splinter groups whose message is 

one of rage, of agony, of despair. We have so many names for 

them, we can even say they are now the functionaries of 



democracy, in a way. It is this pivot to the extreme of politics that 

always beckons the downfall of a nation state and its governing 

features. This is the idea, isn’t it? That to defend the ideals of the 

most progressive, one must move with the pulse of the time? And 

as the pulse is a function of movement, the currents are also 

blind to the efficacies of morality, as they have been engaged. In 

this aura of strength, we find that democracy, in a way, is at its 

end, and there is a sense today that a new world order is 

necessary to take its place. For example, as you hear the 

functionaries speaking today of a brave new world to counter the 

most extreme ideological pivots of the right- do you not also 

sense a brave despair that is withering the international left? 

When I was young, they used to warn me, always, even during 

parent teacher conferences- they used to say- when you grow up, 

you will find that every idea you have of morality in politics will 

change. You will no longer speak from the ideals of what to them 

seems a naïve socialist way- but you will accept that to make 

amends for your life, you will have to live for yourself, firstly, and 

for others only in the end, if you are able to defend yourself 

against their envies, which by the way- and these are the 

functionaries of society, teachers as well- who would say this to 

me- those in your closest proximity are the ones you should be 



most careful from, whose envies will drive them toward an 

obsessive clamor to remove you from your place- and to take 

what they feel is rightly theirs. But honestly, I find this is not true. 

And maybe it is a sense of the world we have been given since at 

least 1992- when the world turned itself inward and sought- at 

least to remove a polar distinction and to live with an internal 

combatant root- lets say, the age of Western Expansion and 

Islamic Theocratic movements of the international left and right. 

These are the extremes but when we speak of them in pure terms 

we find they are like a composition of the body- lets say, to go 

from two bodies warring, as was originally the case- to a system 

that would prefer to fight itself- so that a certain War on Terror is 

like a condition AUTOIMMUNE. So you can say, when you 

remove yourself from the body, and you find that in your place 

you have a state of deterrence in your surroundings- this is the 

imagination of the self as a superpower, as was first imagined in 

the empires of our ancestors, who dared to travel beyond the 

roots of their own secular engagements, and to say to themselves 

to generations after- this is the place we are going- we will settle 

here, give to the generations to follow a way to exude what is 

most true of serttlements in general- change, firstly- tiresome, 

second- a vast expansive movement towards energy and growth. 



So to say that to remove ourselves from these currents is to stand 

in one way simply and in another way in a difficult stance to look 

inward and to turn our attentions inward- so as to say, the issue 

with the suburbs today- the issue of the Banlieus is a situational 

irony, in a sense- that France is aching- that democracy is 

suffering from a condition that is autoimmune. How do we even 

begin to explain this to ourselves without the entertaining 

structures of poetry that are designed to at least prohibit whatever 

it is that does not allow for the sane transferal of information 

between me and you? I would refer in some way to the history of 

our parents, but they did not do this, did they? They fought for a 

world they would never encounter- and for this they have been 

tested and tried and in a sense they have failed. When I was 

young, and we used to go to my nearest neighbors to play in the 

old tangerine groves that were the fullest of their own potential 

when I was that age, we used to sit around and tell stories of a 

day when, at least, we could say to our parents- ha! You were 

wrong. I did not become a capitalist, after all. I have decided to 

devote myself to these ideals- the ideals of the mystics- who have 

taught me in some way to look after myself lastly- to stand in the 

current of two minds, two bodies- and to give myself in excess. 

This is the excess of patience that is required, lets say, to speak 



from two minds. But we are always in a group, aren’t we, when 

we feel most alone? So to say I used to have a friend, I have 

forgotten their name, they used to always tell us stories that we 

knew were not true, but we went along with them. My favorite of 

theirs were the stories that I knew, for sure, could not be true. 

This I felt was most honest of them, as it provided us with a 

certain sense of entertainment that I found to be most truthful, in 

that it did not call on me to show empathy, if you know what I 

mean? When someone decides to tell you a story, and they begin 

to move into the story of their own experience- there is always the 

sense that this is in some way linked to your own existence, or 

your perception of them. I have found in the silence of later age 

that these memories show a stark resistance to change that I was 

exuding even when young. And I find that in our own generation 

we might have this own trend, as well, that we enjoy this 

exchange. There is very little difference between the histories that 

we have been told and the histories we imagine, isn’t there? And 

yet we prefer the stories that elders have revealed, simply by way 

of their own incredible survival links- that they might have lived 

the story to tell it later- and yet, referring to my friend, they used 

to always say, there is a sense that in every breath I am telling 

the truth while also searching for my own truth. This is where the 



contradiction lies, is it not? In the silence of the mind. And in the 

silence of the roots that we have engaged, there is the utterance 

of a politics that is yet to be discovered. This is why and how we 

say- while capitalism is deranged- what is true at least today is 

that we can reclaim these terms for ourselves, to reclaim the 

power and image and the motif. That is to say, even the idea of a 

future state is ours to consider. It is impossible to think of the 

future in a different way. And so we come to the fifth structure of 

the root- the root of the mind. When we speak of these terms, we 

must first understand there is a requirement toward definition 

which precedes our own understanding. For instance- when the 

mystics speak of mind, it is in a sense wholly different to those 

who have discovered the great and immersive powers through 

technical science. In that sense, there is a difference that is 

almost impossible not to de-obscure. Meaning, it is difficult to 

speak on one subject if we have come by way of this idea from 

two ends. It is the same when we discuss the notions that are 

most important to this function- the function of the mind. What is 

the mind, and why is it so magically empowered, if in so many 

functions we have discovered there is a sickness of the mind that 

cannot be expelled? Is it not ironic that in our greatest strengths 

we find our greatest dangers? This is the irony of what I would 



call late state sponsored definitions. As we have given up the 

ability to describe for ourselves the world of our surroundings, we 

have lost that ability to speak from a vantage point of 

understanding that does not expect at least even in discussion to 

have taken the same path. This is the power of intuition, is it not? 

That intuition itself is a commodity today to be bought and sold 

and traded is simply a functioning power tool of the mechanism 

below and above the place where we live as prey. In that sense I 

would say there is only the imagination that can free us from this 

root of indifference- but still, as we have seen with the first 

contradiction of the root- the power of manifestation cannot be 

obscured. Once we have put our minds toward a certain gift- the 

powers cannot be expelled from motion, even if we decide 

halfway to remove ourselves from the currents that we have 

designed. This is like a magician who, halfway through 

performing a trick decides- either out of fear or of their own 

feelings of inconsequence- not to continue with the performance. 

Where does this leave the poor assistant, who has disappeared 

into the idea that was first intended? We must always understand, 

in that way, that the very idea of freedom is itself an 

empowerment. But to stand on the edge of reason is to stand in 

two worlds, two currents, two orbits. To do so is not to say, I am 



here, but only for now. To do so is to say, even if it is the last 

place I am, I will be here until the end. This is the strange 

empowerment of the mystics, who live by way of the mind. 


