
a twilit severance of vessel & thought 

PREFACE 
(on claims and creation) 

This is not a claim to truth, coherence or unicity, it is merely a purge, an exorcism with no strict 
appeal to reason or factualness. The belief in the essential role of creation  in everything, and in its 
central place in all processes as that of the most important, relieves it of any pompous claim to 
veracity, and so exposes this product to all scrutiny and refutation by anyone. In fact, it invites it. 
This writer claims that the only true action humankind can truly own, beyond knowledge, wisdom, 
belief, faith, progress, and all other such siblings, is creation. One at the same time loses and finds 
oneself in it, both as product and producer. After the fact, that is, after creation, the product is no 
longer the creator’s but in virtue of owing its existence to him or her. Thus, we can say that any 
product no longer bears connection to its producer and as such can only be merited on itself, with 
no connection or bias towards the creator. Ideas are not free-floating, but they can be released as 
such, after  the fact of its creation or embodiment. As such, we invite all commentary and critique, 
for that is really all we, as humans, can provide.  We are not responsible for the creations our minds 
– and the wretched reason – and as such should sever any connection to it. We cannot claim its 
truth, and cannot be shamed for its foolishness. 

A vessel must be purged, before it can begin anew. 

- Paráfron Skáfos, 22/06/16 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1. PESSIMISM AND ITS EXCLUSION 
 
Why must one defend one’s pessimism so much fiercer than another’s optimism? In an 
objective look at the world and its states, past and present, and the reasoned projection of its 
furtherance unto the future, there is equal amount of evidence for both of these 
“persuasions”. Furthermore, it is doubtful for both optimism and pessimism that either of 
them are justified, and the reasoned (indeed by means of reason) projection is baseless.  
 
So it comes down to an inclination, a disposition it seems, for one to choose one or the other. 
Why then, are pessimists so much more scrutinized than their counterparts? Why are their 
inclinations deemed unworthy? One must only voice a tendency towards a pessimistic view 
of a particularity in daily life, and one will mostly be met with scorn and generalizations of a 
comical nature. “Don’t be so depressing!”, “Well, aren’t you the pessimist?” 
 
 Is the mind’s revolt against such confrontations perhaps not innate but trained?  
 
People seem to have built up, or have willfully bought into, a sense of progress, direction and 
overall optimism, almost and quite possibly as a way of self-preservation. Anything that 
counters this, even in only a meandering way, seems to trigger an instinct (for lack of a 
better word, for this contradicts the earlier statement), of destruction towards this perceived 
threat. Humans who have a tendency towards pessimism are, it seems, shunned whenever 
they bring up their thoughts, whereas those who are optimistic (and we are fully aware of 
the all too general nature of this opposition) can enjoy an easy confirmation from their 
environment when they utter such superfluities and platitudes as “It’ll all be alright,” “don’t 
worry so much,” and “everything happens for a reason”, with a decidedly positive completion 
of this latter “reason”.  
 
Imagine a reversal of all of this. It is all too obvious that we shouldn’t in principle meet 
optimistic views with such banal replies as “Don’t be such an optimist!” or “Aren’t you just 
wearing the rose-colored-glasses, huh?”. These would in fact be just as bad as their 
counterparts. It is exactly this realization, of the two opposites being equally evidenced and 
justified in empirical nature, which underscores the strange imbalance in their respective 
receptions in general society.  
 



Where post-modernism and its cousins (woe come to those who define it in any way) have 
seemingly provided a counter-act to the Enlightenment’s open embrace of optimism and 
progress (said he, with a tinge of disgust), with a relativistic approach to mankind, it doesn’t 
seem it has fully succeeded. Where in such fields as for example art, or Art, there has been a 
steady decline of fully-functioning-frameworks, and we can see a sort of revolt against 
dogma’s and firmly planted conventions, and that in fact seems to be a localized assault on 
the overall picture of Enlightenment (for one who tries), there are not many other fields 
where it is evident. Of course, one could argue that a fully-fledged embrace of pessimism 
would be counter-productive in today’s world, especially in a political, cultural or social 
frame, but this could nonetheless warrant a pause. It is not so much that pessimism should 
be embraced, but much more that blind optimism should be shunned. Society is moldable, 
it’s just that we are not the molders, not in an active way.  
 
It is also clear that in politics, philosophy, etc., people will always try to find the most 
productive way of thinking about things. This seems to be the general evolution over the last 
300 years. The overall betterment of mankind, (with a never-underlined but always present 
“at any cost”), should always be the aim for ideologies. Twist and turn, debate and book-
burn, but this is ultimately the aim of every ideology. When will the time come, when one is 
allowed to perhaps softly utter, with a reluctant whimper, ever so aware of the coming 
onslaught, that… It is all for naught? 
 
Allow the pessimist to postulate that perhaps humankind’s wretched lust for comfort, 
scientific progress, and ruling over nature (of which it is itself invariably  a part, but who 
shall cram it into their craniums?) has ushered us, stumbling and putrid, before an 
insurmountable behemoth of death, pain and misery? Who will be the one to say that 
perhaps, …  Possibly, we have met our match, in ourselves?  
 
Even in this sheltered state of exorcism, where we are safe from direct contact with others 
and are alone in the act of purging and creating, we can already hear the Optimistic Forces 
laugh at us from their self-constructed frail glass thrones that grow ever higher, ever higher. 
Such words, death, and their derivatives, pain and misery, only trigger their “instincts”, for 
they are too hurtful, too close to their own fates, and their defensive tactics are thrown into 
gear. This is the true enemy of mankind ever facing the truth. It would also be all too painful 
to admit that yes, verily, it was us that brought us here. For yes, perhaps it was mankind’s 
greatest triumph, of facilitating its own demise.  
 



Should we look at the economy? Should we gaze at inequality and poverty, perhaps? Maybe, 
the decrepit state of man overall? Where its spook wanders across the land and tries to find 
shelter, home, sanctuary, but cannot find it because all it sees are stinking cesspools, 
treacherous swamps and venomous snakes that strangely enough, resemble its own form? 
Does it have an idea of itself, an image still pure? Does it even remember what it is? How can 
we look upon the destruction we have thrust upon our own mother, after we have softly yet 
steadily pushed it towards a place where she herself cannot even pretend to have any other 
solution but eradication of its parasites, and say it was all for progress’ sake? Can we really 
deny her warning signs? She has tried to keep us going, I’m sure, for I know that we were 
once her prized possession and creation. But the time has now come for her to accept her 
loss. To cut off the umbilical cord and instead make it a noose, for it has seemingly gone on 
for far too long. We have been offered chances, so many chances. We have always turned 
towards evil, or away from good. All this for progress’ sake, and have never stopped to smell 
the genetically modified roses, and wonder … “Should we?” 
 
I imagine that whenever we did, we shrugged it off and trotted onwards, “We can. Therefore, 
we must!” 
 
Mankind is doomed, but Mensch is not. We do not owe mankind anything, we owe ourselves 
everything. You must find your raison d’être and blindly trot on. For this is the only salvation 
you can ever hope to achieve. It may all be for naught, and you will most likely be forgotten, 
nothing happens for a reason and least of all you, but it is up to you to make your reason. For 
You. It will not matter to anyone else, and you will not further, in all likelihood, mankind 
(for who would ever want that?), and your impact would not be great. Not to anyone, but 
You. And if they say that you are individualistic, that you are callous and selfish, tell them, 
nay BELLOW at them that you have no choice. It is THEM that have forced you here. And it is 
THEY who wrongfully call you out on a perceived selfishness, while that is only true on the 
surface of things. Who blames the violinist on a sinking ship with no lifeboats, for playing 
his favorite song once more? And if there’s time before the water swallows us into oblivion, 
why not one other time? Who blames the artist for drawing one last sunset? And if your true 
calling, your true meaning of You, does benefit others, so much the better! If you look 
closely, a violinist playing will also ease the passing for the other doomed voyagers. The 
artist’s last drawing may bring a true tear of joy to one’s eye at the very end. If there is an 
even more impactful way where you bring joy to others, ah so much the better.  


